. 


I 


% 


T  O 


HIS  ROYAL  HIGHNESS 


THE 


PRINCE  of  WALES. 


SIR,  ' 

T  T  being  peculiarly  the  bufinefs  of  a 
dramatic  writer,  to  feleft  thofe  popular 
topics  upon  which  he  is  allured  of  having 
the  public  voice  with  him,  it  might  na¬ 
turally  be  expedted  that,  after  receiving 
Your  Royal  Highness’s  gracious  per- 
miffion  to  lay  this  Dramatic  EfTay  atYour 
feet,  I  fhould  eagerly  have  availed  myfelf 
of  the  opportunity  thus  given  me,  of  ex¬ 
patiating  on  thofe  manners,  talents,  and 
virtues,  which  conftitute  fo  general  a 
theme  of  admiration.  But  minds  truly 

confcious 


DEDICATION. 

confcicms  of  meriting  praife  are  ever  re- 
ferved  and  delicate  in  accepting  it :  and 
oerhaps  Your  Royal  Highness  will  not 
fuffera  fincere  acknowledgment  of  merit, 
becaufe  the  panegyric  of  Princes  has  been 

too  often  ftained  with  adulation. 

✓ 

'  *  I* 

Reftrained  by  this  conlideration,  I  muff 
content  myfelf  with  offering  my  humble 
acknowledgments  for  the  honour  confer¬ 
red  on  me,  in  the  countenance  of  my  fee7 
ble  endeavours  to  cultivate  an  elegant  art 
which  fo  eminently  boafts  the  proteftion 
of  Your  Royal  Highness. 

I  am,  with  the  mpft  profound  refpect, 
Your  Royal  Highness’s 
Moft  obedient, 

And  moft  devoted  fervant, 


London, 
Fbb. 22, 17S6. 


JAMES  COBB. 


I 


% 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


‘HE  Author  of  die  Strangers  at  Home  would 


think  himfeif  guilty  of  great  injuftice,  if  at  a 
moment  when  the  Piece  is  fo  highly  honoured  by  the 
public  approbation  ,  he  flhould  forget  how  much  of  that 
approbation  he  owes  to  the  abilities  of  the  Performers, 
all  of  whom  fo  kindly  interefted  themfelves  in  its  fuc- 
cefs.  To  Mr.  King  he  has  peculiar  obligations,  -for 
the  care  and  attention  with  which  he  fuperintended  the 
rehearfals  of  the  Opera;  and  to  that  Gentleman’s  judi¬ 
cious  criticifms  he  is  likewife  highly  indebted.  Al¬ 
though  it  might  be  fuperfluous  for  the  Author  to  add 
his  praifes  to  thofe  wrhich  the  public  have  fo  liberally 
and  defervedly  beftcwred  on  Mr.  Linley’s  Mufic,  he 
cannot  but  congratulate  himfeif  on  having  had  the  aft 
fiftance  of  fo  able  a  M after. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS 


Aldobrand 

Mr.  King. 

Regnal  to 

Mr.  Williames, 

Octavio 

Mr.  Dignum. 

Montano 

Mr.  Barrymore. 

Fabio 

n-  Mr.  Phillimore. 

Firelock 

Mr.  Bannister. 

Laurence 

Mr.  Bannister,  J 

Roberto 

Mr.  Jones. 

Viola 

Mrs.  Crouch. 

Laura 

-  Mrs.  Forster, 

Alice 

Mrs.  Wrighten. 

Rofa 

Mrs.  Jordan. 

0 

S  C  E  N  Ej  Florence, 

The  Paffages  marked  with  inverted  Commas  are  omitted  in  th<? 
Reprefentation, 


y 


THE 


Strangers  at  Home. 

•  j 

A 

COMIC  OPERA; 


ACT  I. 


SCENE,  a  Street  in  Florence. 

Viola  and  Alice?  in  a  Balcony  belonging  to  Regnalto’s  Houfe. 

A  Proceffion  of  Captives  redeemed  from  Slavery  crofs  the  Stage j 
among  the?n  are  Regnalto  and  Laurence. 


CHORUS. 


WELCOME  once  more  our  native  land  ! 

Where  fmiling  Freedom’s  bounteous  hand 
Life’s  fading  picture  bids  to  glow 
With  tints  fhe  can  alone  beftow! 

’Tis  Liberty  infpires  the  lay> 

To  hail  our  fecond  natal  day: 

Hail,  Goddefs  bright !  by  all  ador’d  ; 

By  thee  to  more  than  life  reftor’d. 


Alice. 

What  a  glorious  procefiion,  Ma’am ! 

V IOL  A. 

Glorious  indeed,  Alice!  to  fee  To  many  of  our  countrymen 
redeemed  from  foreign  flavery,  and  all  by  the  munificence  of 
the  young  and  noble  Odtavio ! 


Alice. 

Ah,  Madam  !  I  fancy  this  fame  Signor  Odfavio  has  enflaved 
you  at  the  very  moment  when  he  was  giving  others  their  liberty. 

B  Viola. 
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Viola. 

Oh,  that  my  long  loft  brother  were  but  among  thefe  ran- 
fom’d  captives ! 

Alice. 

•  t 

And  oh!  that  my  long  loft  hufband  were  among  them  tool 
Lord,  Ma’am  !  talk  of  a  brother — I’m  fure,  when  I  was  of 
your  age,  I  fhould  have  thought  one  hufband  worth  twenty 
brothers. 

Viola. 

Hark  ! — I  hear  the  mufic  again! — Let  us  liften. 


Some  of  the  Crowd  come  forward  with  Flajks  of  Wine  ;  they  ap¬ 
pear  to  congratulate  the  Captive r,  who  drink  with  them,  and 
join  in  the  following  Catch. 


CATCH. 

Come,  come,  drink  away,  boys  !  let  our  glaffes  keep  time 
To  the  tune  of  the  bells  that  fo  merrily  chime  ! 

Ding,  dong  ;  ding,  dong,  bell — that  fo  merrily  chime ! 
F rom  flavery  freed,  we’ll  forget  all  our  pains  ; 

At  the  tyrant  we’ll  laugh  while  he  rattles  his  chains ! 

We’ll  laugh  at  his  chains  ! 

Thus  mufic  and  drinking  all  forrow  fhall  drown : 

Then,  my  boys  !  let  us  take  off  our  glaffes ; 

Huzza  !  huzza  !  ev’ry  bumper  fhall  crown. 


Viola ! 


Aldobrand,  {Without.) 
Alice. 


There  is  that  croaking  old  raven,  your  guardian. 

i  , 

Aldobrand. 


Viola,  my  dear  !  where  are  you? 


Alice. 

Don’t  anfwer  him,  Ma’am. 

Viola. 


% 

Look,  Alice !  there  are  two  men  whofe  eyes  feem  rivetted 
j*pon  us. 


Alice,. 
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Where  ? — Eh  ! — Why,  fure — Yes — No — Yes,  it  is  my  poor 
hufband  !  It  is  Laurence  ! 

A  l  dob  rand,  (Without.) 

Alice  !  why,  Alice  ! 

Alice. 

Coming,  Sir,  prefently. 

Regnalto  and  Laurence  come  forward . 

Laurence. 

Yes,  there  is  Alice,  fure  enough  !  My  rib,  my  fpoufe!  and 
as  plump  as  ever.  She  has  not  pined  much  after  me,  I  fee. 

Regnalto. 

It  is  my  fifter  !  my  Viola. 

Aldobrand,  (Without.)  , 

Viola  ! — Alice  ! — where  are  you  ? 

.  V  # 

Alice. 

Coming,  Sir! — Plague  take  the  old  curmudgeon!  You  muft 
go  to  him,  Ma’am. 

Regnalto. 

She  looks  on  me,  but  does  not  know  me. 

[j Exeunt  Viola  and  Alice  fro?n  the  Balcony . 

And  fee !  they  vanifh  like  fpirits  at  the  dawn  of  day. 

Laurence. 

Spirits !  I  am  fure,  then,  they  are  choice  fpirits.  Heaven 
blefs  you,  Sir,  they  are  flefh  and  blood,  I’ll  warrant ;  at  leaft, 

I  can  anfwer  for  Alice.— But  I  think  I  fcent  the  fupper  !  Oh, 
for  a  fat  capon,  and  a  bottle  of  good  wine  ! — I’ll  knock  at  the 

door. 

Regnalto. 

By  no  means :  you  know  my  fufpicions  of  Aldobrand,  with 
whom  I  left  the  charge  of  my  fifter,  and  my  houfe.  I  am  re- 
folved  to  remain  concealed  till  I  can  fatisfy  thofe  fufpicions. 

Laurence. 

But  may’nt  I  fatisfy  my  hunger,  in  the  mean  while,  Sir  ? 

Regnalto. 

Have  a  little  patience. 

B  2 


Laurence. 
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Laurence. 

Ah,  Sir  !  patience  is  a  bad  phyfician ;  he  has  worn  me  to  a 
fkeleton  already.  If  I  don’t  change  my  doctor,  he’ll  foon  make 
a  dreadful  change  in  me !  But  here  comes  the  Algerine  cap¬ 
tain  who  brought  us  over. 

Enter  Montano. 

_  • 

Regnalto. 

Noble  Ibrahim  !  I  thank  Heaven  that  I  am  at  length  arrived 
where  I  may  be  enabled  properly  to  acknowledge  that  benevo¬ 
lence  whofe  rays  illumined  our  night  of  flavery.  Nay,  ftart 
not !  are  you  furprized  to  find  gratitude  among  the  Chriftian 
virtues  ? 

Montano. 

No,  my  generous  friend ;  wide  as  the  fun  darts  his  beams, 
he  finds  that  precious  jewel,  which  decks  alike  the  Turban  and 

the  Crofs ! 

*  * 

Regnalto. 

Then  let  me  exprefs  the  grateful  fentiments  I  feel  —  ■ 

Montano. 

It  will  be  fufficient  that  you  fuffer  me  to  remain  unknqwn 
and  unnoticed  in  this  city.  [ Exit  Montano* 

Regnalto. 

We  mufl  haflen  to  offer  our  refpe&s  to  the  generous  Oc¬ 
tavio. 

Laurence. 

I  had  much  rather  offer  my  refpe£te  to  a  well-covered  table : 
we  fhall  be  in  better  fpirits  after  fupper ;  my  gratitude  will  grow 
ftronger  as  my  ftomach  gets  fuller. 

Regnalto. 

% 

Away  !  no  trifling.  We  muff  pay  our  compliments  where 
they  are  due.  [Exit, 

Laurence. 

Well,  Sir,  if  it  mufl  be  fo,  I’ll  follow  you  prefently:  though 
fifine3 1  fear,  will  be  but  empty  compliments. — Ha  !  here  comes 

py? 


f 
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our  fellow-captive,  Firelock,  the  Englifh  foldier;  that  merry 
old  fellow,  whofe  jefts  and  fongs  made  us  fo  often  forget  our 
forrows. 

Enter  Firelock. 

Once  more  welcome  to  European  ground,  my  old  fon  of 
fun  and  frolic ! 

Firelock. 

Aye,  my  boy !  and  a  fon  who  has  never  difhonour’d  his 
family.  ’Tis  only  youc  common  dull  metal  that  rufts  with 
jdie  breath  of  care  and  misfortune :  the  high  polifh  of  mirth 
and  good-humour  always  call:  off  the  envenomed  damp. 

Laurence. 

And  did  you  really  never  meet  with  any  misfortune  which 
obliged  you  to  complain  ? 

Firelock. 

Faith,  I  never  remember  lamenting  but  two  misfortunes 
in  my  whole  life :  one,  that  I  was  not  at  the  Pruffian  re¬ 
view  ;  and  the  other,  that  I  had  not  the  honour  of  being 
among  the  brave  fellows  befieged  in  Gibraltar. — But  that’s 
all  over  now!  However,  I  hope  I  ihall  yet  live  to  light  for 
my  country., 

Laurence. 

I  am  going  to  return  thanks  to  Signor  Oclavio. 

Firelock, 

So  fhall  I,  as  foon  as  I  am  drelL 
'  Laurence. 

Dreft ! 

Firelock. 

Aye,  I  hardly  dare  call  myfelf  an  Englifhman  while  I  wear 
the  badges  of  flavery.  Our  noble  captain,  Ibrahim,  has  kindly 
prefented  me  with  the  very  cloaths  in  which  I  was  taken  bv 
the  Algerines:  fo,  within  an  hour,  you  fhall  fee  me  in  that 
character  which  commands  refpedL  in  every  part  of  the 
world — a  Britifh  foldier  ! — and  then  I  fhall  want  nothing  but 
a  mif^refs  to  make  me  compleatly  happy. 

Laurence. 

They,  you  know,  are  to  be  purchafed  every  where. 

Firelock. 
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Fireloc  K. 

Aye,  but  I  would  as  foon  think  of  buying  a  friend  as  a  mif- 
trefs.  Always  barter  love  for  love,  and  friendfhip  for  friend¬ 
fhip:  for,  egad  !  when  either  of  the  commodities  are  put  up  to 
fale,  depend  upon  it  they  are  not  worth  buying.  However,  I 
don’t  defpair  of  making  my fcif  pretty  well  underflood  by  fome 
kind  Florentine  girl  or  other.  Love,  1  take  it,  is  an  univerlal 
language  j  much  the  fame  in  moft  countries. 

Laurence. 

But,  you  will  remember,  it  is  a  language  in  which  the  oldcfl 
fcholars  are  not  generally  the  greateft  proficients ! 

Firelock. 

I  underfland  you,  young  man!  But  I  fear  nothing.  I  am  a 
mixture  of  fpring  and  autumn  :  old  Time  and  I  have  had  fo 
long  a  battle,  that  he  has  given  up  the  point  at  lafl,  and  left 
me  mafler  of  the  field.  Befides,  if  even  a  miftrefs  fliould  be 
coy,  I  have  yet  my  bottle  to  comfort  me. 

A  I  R. 

<c  In  vain  whining  lovers  their  Cupid  (hall  prize, 

<c  And  boaffc  that  his  godfhip’s  deriv’d  from  the  ikies ; 
cc  Tho’  divine  was  the  birth  of  the  young  god  of  Love, 

<£  Our  Bacchus,  we  know,  was  the  fon  of  great  Jove  : 
ic  Let  us  number  Love’s  vot’ries,  I  think  we  can  prove, 

“  That  tho’  all  the  world  drink,  ’tis  not  all  the  world  love.’* 

i  i  i  i  • 

When  malicious  young  Cupid  o’erwhelms  us  with  grief, 

In  the, comforts  of  Bacchus  we  find  fure  relief: 

Tho’  Chloe,  difdainful,  deny  you  her  charms. 

When  glowing  with  rapture  you  rufh  to  her  arms  ; 

Fay  your  court  to  a  bumper,  and  there  you  will  find 

A  gay  fmiling  miflrefs  eternally  kind. 

,  » 

.  Nay,  when  chilling  age,  like  bleak  winter,  comes  on. 

And  the  funfhine  of  beauty  and  love  fhall  be  gone  i 
Still  conflant  your  bumper  will  fmilc  to  the  end, 

And  fupply  both  the  places  of  miflrefs  and  friend. 

Let  us  number  Love’s  vot’ries,  I  think  we  can  prove, 

T  hat  tho’  all  the  world  drink,  ’tis  not  all  the  world  love. 

•  /  "*  , 

•  V  SCENE, 


f 
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SCENE,  a  Room  in  Regnalto’s  Houfe. 

0 

Enter  Aldobrand  and  Viola. 

Aldobrand. 

There  are  all  the  people  in  Florence  out  at  their  windows, 
gaping  at  this  fcurvy  procefiion  of  Haves.  1 'inkle  but  an  old 
brafs  (hovel  in  the  iireets  of  this  city,  and  the  inhabitants  will 
fwarm  like  bees  at  the  found  !  One  would  think  there  was  a 
triumph  for  fome  victory,  to-day. 

Viola. 

And  what  can  be  a  nobler  triumph,  than  the  triumph  of  hu¬ 
manity  !  what  a  nobler  victory,  than  that  of  freedom  over  flavery ! 

Aldobrand. 

Pfha !  don’t  tell  me  !  Self-prefervation  is  the  firfl  tie  of 
nature. 

Viola. 

But  is  it  the  only  tic,  Sir  ? 

Aldobrand. 

Charity  fhould  begin  at  home. 

Viola. 

And  fhould  charity  end  at  home,  too  ? 

Aldobrand. 

Certainly!  you  would  not  have  me  turn  Charity  out  of  doors  ? 
She  keeps  houfe  with  fober  decent  people,  and  only  goes  affray 
with  fuch  fpendthrifts  as  Octavio. — Bv  the  bye,  Viola,  Octavio 
has  invited  us  to  his  houfe  to-dav. 

J 

Viola. 

To  his  houfe,  Sir!  \_Ajide — How  my  heart  beats!]  And 
do  you  mean  that  we  fhould  accept  of  his  invitation  ? 

Aldobrand. 

Why,  yes !  for  once  in  a  way, — We  are  to  meet  Signor  Lu- 
cilio  and  his  wife  Laura  there.  [  A  fide. — Laura  is  a  charming 

n  -  e 

creature !  J 

Viola. 

I  am  aftonifhed,’  Sir ! 


► 


Aldobrand. 
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Aldobrand, 

Don’t  be  alarmed !  I’ll  take  care  to  watch  Obfavio :  for  I 
fuppofe  he’ll  teaze  you  with  a  parcel  of  fluff,  that  he  is  dying 
for  love  of  you,  and  —  ■ 

Viola. 

Do  you  really  think  he  will  ? 

Aldobrand. 

Oh,  yes  !  thefe  rakifh  young  dogs  begin  to  make  love  the 
moment  they  fee  a  woman,  juft  as  naturally  as  you  would  fay 
‘Pretty  Pol  P  to  a  parrot:  but  you  muft  not  anfwer  hitm 

Viola. 

•  r.  t 

Perhaps,  then,  he’ll  think  that  my  filence  gives  confenf- 

\ 

Aldobrand. 

Frown  at  him,  as  you  do  at  me  when  I  make  love  to  you, 
*pd  I’ll  be  hang’d  if  he  miftakes  your  filence  for  confent  then ! 

[Exit* 

Viola. 

W ell.  Signor  Aldobrand,  fmee  you  teach  me  the  leffon  of  dif- 
fimulation,  you  muft  e’en  take  the  confequences. 

AIR. 

Since  you  teach  me,  dear  Sir,  the  art  of  deceiving, 

You  furely  can  ne’er  take  it  ill, 

If,  while  wdth  attention  your  leffons  receiving, 

On  yourfelf  I  fhouid  prablife  my  (kill. 

And  when  of  your  own  wit  the  dupe  I  have  made  you. 
All  doubts  of  your  art  ’twill  remove ; 

For  you  can’t  but  efteem  it  a  compliment  paid  you, 

To  fhew  you  how  much  I  improve. 

So  doating  parents  oft  have  fmil’d 
At  mifehief  from  a  fav’rite  child ; 

And  view’d,  with  fond,  exulting  joy. 

The  growing  genius  of  the  boy; 

Who  gives  poor  Hodge’s  aukward  bow, 

And  fbews  you  how  he  goes  to  plough ; 

Hits  off  the  Vicar’s  vacant  ftare. 

Wry  faces  makes  behind  his  chair  ; 
ct  Then  flily  mocks  the  Parfon’s  quaffing, 
u  While  they  almoft  expire  with  laughing. 

“  Soon 
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a  Soon  panting  for  fatiric  fame, 

“  Our  little  mafter  feeks  new  game ; 
u  And,  tir’d  of  laughing  at  the  gueft, 

<c  On  hoft  and  hoftefs  breaks  his  jeft : 
ct  The  father’s  gouty  fteps  takes  off, 

<l  His  purblind  eyes,  and  winter’s  cough; 

<c  Nor  can  Mamma’s  pert,  finding  leer, 

<c  Efcape  the  wicked  urchin’s  fneer; 

“  While  giggling  fervants  raptur’d  fit, 

“To  fee  how  well  the  little  wit” 

Now  apes  the  funpers  of  Mamma, 

Then  coughs  and  hobbles  like  Papa. 

Re-enter  Aldobrand  with  Fabio. 

Aldobrand. 

Fabio!  this  prodigal  fool,  O&avio,  has  ranfom’d  another 
parcel  of  flaves  from  Algiers. 

\ 

Fabio. 

Yes  ;  the  proceiEon  has  difturb’d  the  whole  city. 

Aldobrand. 

And  this  is  called  generofity  !  For  my  part,  Fabio,  I  think 
fuch  doings  fhould  not  be  tolerated.  When  Fate  has  thought  fit 
to  fend  a  man  into  flavery,  I  think  it  is  flying  in  the  face  of 
Fate  to  releafe  him  from  his  fituation. 

Fabio. 

Your  reafoning  is  very  juft,  Sir. 

i  #  * 

Aldobrand. 

r 

Fabjo!  I  never  hear  of  a  releafed  captive,  but  I  think  of 
Regnalto.  If  by  any  ill  luck  he  fhould  find  his  way  back  to 
Florence - 

Fabio. 

a  ^  • 

Impoflible,  Sir  !  You  know,  I  have  allured  you - 

Aldobrand. 

Why,  yes,  you  have  affured  me  :  but  you  muft  know,  friend 
Fabio  I  don’t  think  that  telling  truth  is  your  forte! — However, 
run  and  view  this  new  cargo  of  flaves.  Bring  me  but  a  true 
account  of  Regnalto’s  not  being  among  them,  and  I’ll  com¬ 
pound  with  you  for  a  month’s  lying  afterwards.  [ Exit  Fabio. 

C  Enter 
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Enter  Alice. 

Well,  Alice,  any  news  of  the  worthy  Reginlto  ? 

Alice. 

Alas  !  no,  Sir.  .  . 

Aldobrand* 

Ah’ — Nor  of  your  hu.fband  ? 

Alice. 

No,  Sir.  I  have  heard  nothing  of  poor  Laurence.  [  Afide — The 
old  wretch  (han’t  difcover  that  I  have  feen  him.] 

Aldobrand. 

My  poor  friend  !  I  muft  give  a  tear  to  humanity. 

Alice. 

Certainly,  Sir.  [' Afide . — It  cods  you  nothing,  or  elfe  you 
would  not  give  that.] 

Aldobrand. 

Now  to  our  own  concerns! — Do  you  know,  Alice,  I  have 
refolved  to  take  Viola  with  me  to  viiit  Odlavio? 

•  v.  * 

Alice. 

To  vifit  Laura,  you  mean!  I  find  fhe  is  to  be  of  the  party. 

Aldobrand. 

N  '  ✓ 

Ha!  ha ! — Why  1  don’t  think  Laura  has  been  infenfible  to  my 
amorous  glances! — Only  I  have  never  yet  had  an  opportunity 
of  explaining  myfelf. 

Alice. 

\_Afide. — An  old  fool! — I’ll  turn  this  to  Viola’s  account.] 
Lord,  Sir,  what  a  Turk  you  are  among  the  women !  Marrying 
a  young  girl  of  eighteen,  and  feducing  a  married  woman  of 
twenty,  at  the  fame  time!  I  declare,  I  (hould  not  expcft  it 
from  you ! 

Aldobrand. 

P(ha  !  pfha  !  the  older  a  man  grows,  the  better  ufe  he  (hould 
make  of  his  time.* — 'But  tell  me,  Alice,  how  can  I  contrive  to 
get  a  private  interview  with  Laura? — Suppofe  in  fome  dilguife? 
Let  me  tell  you,  difguife  is  very  ufeful  to  us  men  of  gallantry. 

Alice. 

No  bad  thought.  Sir! — What  fay  you  to  the  drcfs  of  a 

Monk  ? 
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Monk?  It  will  not  be  the  firft  time  that  garb  has  covered  de- 
figns  as  pious  as  yours. 

Aldobrand. 


A  Monk’s  habit! — Zounds!  a  man  might  as  well  make  love 
in  his  fhrowd  !  ’Tis  a  monument  ereCtad  to  fignify  the  deceafe 
of  human  frailty. 

Alice. 

Oh!  no,  Sir!  It  will  only,  like  other  monuments,  point  out 
where  the  remains  are  depofited. — But,  Sir,  you  know,  a  little 
money  will  be  neceffary  for  this  bufinefs. 

Aldobrand. 


Money ! 

Alice. 

Certainly,  Sir!  Generofity  is  the  only  teft  of  a  lover’s 
being  in  earneft. 

A  I  R. 

A  fig  for  all  your  whining  fluff, 

Fine  fpeeches  fweet  as  honey  ; 

Of  love  you  can’t  give  proof  enough. 

Except  you  give  your  money  : 

Were  I  your  miftrefs,  faith  and  troth. 

Your  av’rice  foon  would  lofe  me  ! 

For  compliments  are  but  mere  froth— 

You  muft,  good  Sir,  excufe  me! 

«  ■!  j  ■  r  • 

Of  all  the  arrows  Love  can  boaft, 

The  golden  ones  are  beft,  Sir ; 

And  he  who  boldly  bids  the  moft 
Can  never  be  in  jeft,  Sir. 

’Tis  true  that  I  make  rather  free; 

But,  faith!  you  fhan’t  refufe  me  : 

So  draw  your  purfe-ftrings  now,  d’ye  fee — 

Or  elfe  you  muft  excufe  me. 


Aldobrand,  ( Giving  her  Money.) 

But,  egad!  Irun  a  great  hazard  here. — Indeed,  it  is  true,  I  have 
no  other  means  to  get  at  Laura,  than  by  rifquing  Viola  in  Octa¬ 
vio’s  houfe  :  but  then  I  muft  depend  on  your  watchful  care 
over  her,  Alice ! 

C  2 


Alice. 
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Alice. 

Truft  to  me,  Sir. 

Aldobrand. 

If  the  young  flut  fhould  dare  toliften  to  him — If  {he  fhould 
forget  herfelf  fo  far,  as  to - 

i  ,  '  ( 

Alice. 

Follow  her  own  inclinations,  as  you  do,  her  crime  would 
certainly  be  of  the  blacked:  dye. 

Aldobrand. 

Pfha!  But  you  know  the  weaknefs  and  inexperience  of  young 
girls. 

Alice. 

For  which  reafon  their  faults  are  to  be  more  feverely  punifhed ! 
Well,  I  admire  the  men!  who,  while  they  are  continually  boaft- 
ing  a  fuperiority  of  underftanding,  very  modeftly  referve  to  them- 
fdves  the  privilege  of  committing  acts  of  folly  with  impunity. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE,  An  Apartment  in  Octavio’s  Houfe. 

Enter  Regnalto  and  Laurence. 

Laurence. 

Lord,  Sir!  we  have  waited  a  great  while  to  fee  Signor  Oc¬ 
tavio.  I  dare  fay  he  will  excufe  our  going  now.  Ceremony, 
lam  told,  is  quite  out  of  fafhion  with  great  folks. 

Regnalto. 

»  *  * 

What,  would  you  quit  his  houfe  without  thanking  him  for 
your  liberty?  Do  you  not  feel  the  warmth  of  gratitude  tor  fo 
ineftimable  a  gift? 

A  I  R. 

Grief,  thy  tyrant  reign  is  o’er, 

Now  I  tread  my  native  fhore  ! 

Mirth,  fair  Freedom’s  fitter  gueft, 

Shall  impart  her  choiceft  zeft 
To  each  flafk  of  gen’rous  wine 
Gaily  offer’d  at  her  {hrine  : 

See  the  fparkling  glafs  goes  round  ; 

Care,  avaunt !  tis  hallow’d  ground  ! 

Laurxnci- 
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Laurence. 

i 

I  think  humility  fhould  teach  us,  that  to  wait  among  the  fer- 
vants  is  the  propereft  fituation  for  us.— I  hear  them  now  at  fup- 
per,  Sir;  and,  as  we  are  but  Haves - 

Regnalto. 

Slaves!  the  noble  O&avio  will  receive  us  as  friends. 

Laurence. 

Then,  Sir,  for  that  very  reafon  we  fhould  go  to  fupper! — > 
When  a  generous  man  entertains  his  friends  at  his  own  houfe,  he 
is  always  beft  pleafed  to  fee  them  eat  heartily. 

Regnalto. 

Peace !  Here  comes  O&avio. 

» 

•  .  i  c.  •  '\ 

Enter  Octavio. 

Generous  O&avio!  we  owe  you  thanks  which  language  can 
never  exprefs. 

Octavio. 

Silence,  Sir,  will  be  the  moft  acceptable  eloquence  on  that 
fubjedf.  Your  mien  and  deportment  befpeak  you  of  no  vulgar 
rank. 

Laurence,  ( Afide .) 

He  fays  nothing  of  my  mien  and  deportment. 

[Octavio  and  Regnalto  converfe  afide . 

Octavio. 

Do  not  miftake  me;  I  have  not  the  fmallefl  wifh  to  know  any 
thing  you  may  defire  to  conceal.  No  one  is  under  reftraint  here : 
as  long  as  it  fuits  your  convenience,  make  this  your  home;  and 
accept,  in  the  mean  time,  whatever  my  houfe  affords. 

Laurence. 

Thank  you,  my  lord  !  I  wifh  we  had  known  as  much  before; 
perhaps  we  fhould  have  made  free  :  I  am  fure  I  fhould.  But  to 
night  we  fup  at  Signor  Regnal to’s;  though,  I  think,  a  little  fnack 
before  fupper -  [Regnalto  frowns, 

Octavio,  ( To  Regnalto.) 

What!  were  you  acquainted  with  Regnalto  ? 

Laurence. 

Yes,  my  lord;  and  he  had  a  very  great  regard  for  him,  too,  or 
I  am  much  miftaken. 

Octavio. 
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,  '  *  Octavio, 

•*  Perhaps,  then,  you  know  his  fitter? 

Regnalto. 

Alas*  Sir!  I  fear  file  has  forgotten  me.  It  is  ten  years  ago 
fince  I  held  the  little  prattler  on  my  knee.  _ 

Laurence. 

And  now,  I  fuppofe,  Signor  O&avio  would  be  glad,  in  turn, 

to  hold  the  little  prattler  on  his  knee. 

»  •  • 

Octavio. 

Alas !  had  Viola  a  parent  living,  there  would  be  no  longer 
any  obftacle  to  our  happinefs :  but,  to  have  my  hopes  blatted  thus, 
by  an  avaricious  guardian! — — 

*  A  I  R. 

-  7  ‘  •  •-  vr  '  Vl.  •  ,,  ..  •  r  .  .  s 

When  Prudence  oppofes  the  dilates  of  Love, 

A  parent  may  fairly  our  choice  difapprove  : 

’Tis  kind,  then,  to  fave  us. 

From  what  would  enflave  us ; 

To  tell  us  the  tale  of  Experience  with  truth, 

And  check  by  advice  the  wild  Tallies  of  youth  ! 

But  when  Prudence  fmiles  on  the  (oft  nuptial  band, 

And  Affection  and  Reafon  are  join’d  hand  in  hand; 

With  Hymen’s  torch  lighted, 

Our  mutual  faith  plighted; 

Alas  !  how  fevere  is  Fate’s  partial  decree, 

That  cruelly  tears  me,  my  charmer,  from  thee  ! 

Sir,  I  will  confer  on  you  what,  to  the  noble  mind,  is  one  of  the 
moft  acceptable  favours — an  opportunity  of  fhewing  your  gra¬ 
titude.  I  love  Signora  Viola  :  here  is  a  letter,  in  which  I  pro- 
pofe  that  fhe  fhould  fly  with  me  this  evening,  from  the  power  of 
the  w'retch  with  whom  her  unfufpecting  brother  too  haftilyen- 
trutted  her.  This  letter  you  fhall  do  me  the  favour  to  deliver. 

Laurence,  ( Afide .) 

A  mighty  pretty  employ  my  matter  has  got  into! 

Octavio. 

• 

I  have  invited  Aldobrand  to  bring  the' charming  Viola  with 
him  to-day:  but  as  I  hardly  expedt  any  fuccefs  from  that  fcheme, 
this  letter  is  my  laft  refotirce. 


EnUr 
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Enter  Servant. 

Servant. 

The  captain  of  the  Chip  from  Algiers,  Sir,  begs  to  fpeak 
with  you.  [ Exit •  - 

Octavio. 

Adieu!  I  will  not  offend  your  zeal  to  ferve  me,  by  urging  that 
fecrefy  on  which  my  fuccefs  depends.  [Exit. 

Regnalto. 

.  Laurence! 

Laurence. 

Sir! 

Regnalto. 

This  is  rather  a  fingular  fituation! 

Laurence. 

Not  at  all,  Sir  !  Nothing  can  be  more  regular.  When  a 
lover  thinks  of  marrying  his  miftrefs,  her  neareft  relation  (hould 
always  be  one  of  the  firfl  perfons  confulted  on  the  bufmefs.  ■ 

But  here'  comes  my  dear  Alice! 

4  * 

Regnalto. 

Don’t  difcover  who  I  am,  Laurence. 

Laurence. 

I  wont,  Sir;  I  won’t! - How  her  eyes  fparkle  while  file  is 

looking  for  me! 

Regnalto. 

Enquire  after  my  filler. 

Laurence. 

I  will,  Sir.  —■■Pretty  rogue! — Pretty  rogue! 

Regnalto. 

I  am  very  impatient - 

-V 

Laurence. 

Yes,  Sir;  fo  am  I! 

'Enter  Alice. 

Alice. 

Ah!  my  poor  Laurence! — ( Embracing  him.) 

.  ‘  Laurence, 

.  '  t  .  .  ;  • 
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Laurence. 

»  t  *  f  : 

Poor  indeed,  Alice! — I — I — Well !  and  how  d’ye  do?  I  had  a 
thoufand  things  to  fay  to  you  :  but  they  are  all  jumbled  to¬ 
gether  ;  and,  like  a  great  crowd  trying  to  get  out  of  the  playhoufe, 
they  prefs  on  one  another  till  they  quite  choak  up  the  pafl'age. 

Alice. 

You  are  wafted  away  prodigioufly! 

Laurence. 

•  * 

Aye!  I  am  not  the  man  I  was,  Alice. 

Alice. 

I  am  very  forry  for  it,  Laurence! 

Laurence. 

When  you  and  I  parted,  I  was  as  plump  as  good  living  and 
laughing  could  make  me;  but  now  I  may,  indeed,  fay— my  wife 
is  my  better  half! 

[Regnalto  pulls  his  Sleeve • 

And  pray,  how  does  your  young  lady  do  ? — Pretty  little  foul ! 
(he - - 

Alice. 

Why,  I’ll  tell  you! - But  I  fee  we  are  not  alone.  Who 

is  that  ? 

La.urence. 

A  brother  captive  of  mine.  He  is  both  deaf  and  dumb,  fo 
you  may  fay  what  you  will  before  him. 

r  *  • 

Regnalto,  ( Afide .) 

The  rogue  h^s  not  loft  his  old  knack  at  invention. 

Alice. 

La!  what  a  pity  it  is,  that  fuch  a  well-looking  man  fhould 
have  any  deficiencies! 

Laurence. 

But  tell  me,  how  is  yo^  young  lady? 

Alice. 

As  well  as  any  poor  girl  can  he,  when  {he  is  doom'd  to  marry 
a  miferly  old  guardian;  who  tells  her,  forfooth,  that  {he  {hall  find 
a  father  in  him. 

Regnalto, 


i 


A  COMIC  OPERA* 


Regnalto,  {Afde.) 

An  old  villain ! 

Laurence. 

Well,  Alice,  and  do  you  think  there  fo  any  thing  To  much 
amifs  in  a  hufband’s  becoming  a  father! 

Alice. 

Signor  Regnalto,  he  fay?,  has  certainly  died  in  flavery. — • 
Now  I  think  of  it,  can  you  tell  me  any  newrs  of  our  old  matter? 

Laurence. 

I  can’t  indeed,  Alice;  fo  don’t  afk  me  anything  about  him* 

Alice. 

m  . 

Poor  man!  Gone,  I  fuppofe!  I  am  forry  for  him. 

Laurence. 

We  ihall  never  have  fuch  another  matter! 

Alice. 

No,  never !  He  was  the  moft  good  temper’d  creature  !  One 
of  the  beft  men  in  the  world  for  a  fervant  to  live  with.  S<* 
eafily  cheated  ! 

Laurence. 

Eafily  cheated!  No,  no,  Alice!  That’s  tco  much. 

Alice. 

Nay,  Laurence,  I  am  fare  vou  know  it  as  well  as  any  body 
living.  How  many  bottles  of  his  beft  wine  did  vou  drink,  and 
made  him  believe  the  rats  got  into  the  cellar  and  eat  away  the 

corks? 

Laurence. 

Lord!  Lord! 

Regnalto,  ( Afide .) 

I  fhall  make  fome  interefting  difcoveries. 

Laurence. 

Not  another  word,  Alice  ! 

Alice. 

Why,  what  the  deuce  are  you  afraid  of?  You  may  be  furC 
a  dumb  man  can’t  make  any  words  about  the  matter. 

Regnalto,  {Afide  to  Laurence.) 

’Tis  lucky  for  you,  ftrrah,  that  you  have  deprived  me  of  my 
fpeech ! 


D 
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Alice. 

Hey-day ! — W  hat,  can  he  whifper  ? 

Laurence. 

No;  but  he  makes  a  queer  comical  kind  of  a  noife;  which 
I,  who  am  ufed  to  him,  can  underftand  as  well  as  if  he  fpoke 
ever  fo  diftin&ly. 

Alice. 

And  what  does  he  me^n  ? 

Laurence. 

Why,  to  let  me  know  he  is  hungry,  as  I  am:  and,  i’faitn, 
’tis  no  wonder,  confidering  how  long  it  is  fince  we  tafted 
roaft-meat !  Let  us  take  him  home  with  us,  Alice.  You  will 
find  him  a  mighty  agreeable  companion;  he  will  never  contra¬ 
dict  you! 

J  • 

Alice. 

I  declare,  he  feems  as  if  he  underftood  every  word  we  fay! 

/  • 
Laurence. 

Oh,  he  is  very  intelligent;  I  can  teach  him  any  thing. — But 
come  !  Never  did  foldier  long  more  for  cor.queft  than  I  do  to 

attack  my  fupper. - My  dear  Alice,  we’il  be  as  merry  as 

love  and  good  wine  can  make  us.  [ Exeunt . 

t 

Enter  Octavio  and  Montano. 

Octavio. 

Heavens!  Montano,  what  a  difference  muff  this  Algerine  ha¬ 
bit  make  in  you !  when  even  I  did  not  difeover  you,  who  but 
three  years  ago  was  the  mod  intimate  friend  you  had  in  Flo¬ 
rence. 

Montano. 

But  Laura ! - 

Octavio. 

IiiQonfolable  for  your  lofs,  fhe  fequefter'd  herfelf  from  the 
world  for  fome  time. 

Montano. 

That  was  kind! 

Octavio. 

At  length,  however,  to  the  furprize  of  every  one,  after 
flighting  the  fir  ft  noblemen  in  Florence,  Ihe  fuddenly  married 
a  young  flrangcr. 

Montano. 
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9  v,  f 

Montano. 

A  ftranger  ! 

Octavio. 

Named  Lucilio.  Gentle,  yet  lively  in  his  manners;  in  his 
perfon,  an  Adonis  in  miniature. 

Montano. 

Do  not  opprefs  me  with  his  praifes;  rather  fay  that  he  is 
bafe !  unworthy  ! — that  my  fword - 

Octavio. 

Hold,  Montano!  I  conjure  you,  by  our  friendfhip! — Lucilio 
and  Laura  are  here.  Confider,  this  houfe  is  their  fandfuary : 
retire  but  for  a  moment,  you  (hall  fee  Laura  prefentlv ;  nay, 
you  fliall  even  fpeak  to  her. — I  beg  only  a  moment’s  delay. 

[Montano  and  Octavio  retire . 

Enter  Laura  and  Rosa. 

Laura. 

Oh,  Rofa !  this  uncertainty  of  my  Montano’s  fate,  like  the 
torturing  arts  of  medicine,  protradfs  my  unhappy  life  but  too 
long! 

Rosa. 

Upon  my  word,  Madam,  you  muft  think  me  a  very  com- 
plaifant  hufband,  thus  to  make  me  the  confidante  of  your  affec¬ 
tion  for  another! 

Laura. 

You  are  a  ftrange  girl !  However,  I  muft  own,  it  was  a 
lucky  thought  for  me,  which  fuggefted  this  fcheme  of  calling 
you  my  hufband,  to  get  rid  of  the  importunities  of  my  lovers. 

Rosa. 

Yes,  really!  and  lucky  for  me,  too;  from  your  humble 
companion  in  petticoats,  to  become  your  lord  and  mafter  in 
breeches. — -I  am  lure  I  may  truly  fay,  marriage  has  made  a  man 
of  mpf  .  . 

Laura. 

But  hear  me,  Rofa! 

Rosa. 

Rofa! — you  forget  that  I  am  your  hufband!  Aye,  and  fo 
kind  !  and  fo  indulgent,  too!  Am  not  I  the  beft  of  hufbands? 
[Laura fghs.]  Ah!  you  will  never  know  my  value,  till  you 
have  got  your  beloved  Signor  Montano  ;  and  then  you’ll  foon 
find  the  difference  between  us! 

D  2 
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.  Laura. 

You  trifler !  f 

Rosa. 

However,  though  we  may  forget  ourfelves  in  private,  let  us 
at  Ieaft  take  care  to  behave  like  hufband  and  wife  in  pub¬ 
lic;  that  is  no  more  than  many  married  couples  oblige  them- 
felves  to  do.  But,  ferioufly,  my  dear  Madam,  is  it  poffible 
you  can  doubt  Montano’s  conflancy  ?  Duty  and  reafon  will 
fecure - 

*  Laura. 

Duty  and  reafon,  when  oppofcd  to  love  !-^-Oh,  Rofa  \ 

» r*  *-■  *  •  '  *  / 

'  •  AIR. 

In  vain,  when  with  the  fatal  dart, 

(Unerring  in  his  aim) 

The  little  Archer  wounds  the  heart. 

Does  Reafon  urge  her  claim : 

The  pow’rfui  fun  of  Beauty’s  eyes 
Beams  forth  too  bright  a  ray  ; 

She  thaws  cold  Duty  with  her  fighs, 

And  Reafon  melts  away! 


Octavio  and  Montano  come  forward . 

*  u 

Octavio,  {To  Laura.) 

My  friend  Ibrahim  is  lately  from  Algiers,  Madam. 

[ Introduces  Montano,  then  walks  apart  with  Rosa, 


Laura. 

I — .1 — had  a  friend'earried  to  that  part  of  the  world,  Sir,  for 
whom  I  am  much  interefted. 

•  .  f  • 

Montano. 

Ii<  *  %  i  »  *  ■  -  P  *4  .  ‘  ’ 

[  Afde — -How  guilt  flushes  her  cheeks!]  I  knew  him  well, 
Madam. 

Laura. 

You  knew  him - a — his  name  was - . 


Mon  t  a  no,  (  A  fide . ) 

Zounds  !  I  forgot  to  wait  for  my  name. 

•  •  *  —  ■  f  •  Laura. 


•  •  t  . 


Laura. 

Montano;  a  native  of  Florence. 

Montano. 

Montano! — He — he — was  my  friend,  Madam. 

Laura. 

Then  you  can  tell  me  news  of  him  !  \Afide — Now  for  life 
or  death !] 

Montano. 

He  is  no  longer  confidered  as  a  Chriftian  flave.  He  has 
taken  the  turban.  I  myfelf  faw  him  laft  in  the  Algerine  habit. 

Laura. 

Heaven  and  earth ! 

•  Montano. 

I  have  heard  him  often  repeat  the  name  of  Laura. 

Laura. 

Indeed! — You  diflrefs  me,  Sir!  .  . 

Montano. 

Montano  lov’d  her  once  ;  lov’d  her,  as  the  Have  who  now 
adores  her  !  [ Seizing  Laura’s  Hand. 

Laura. 

You  are  bold,  Sir  ! 

Montano. 

And  is  that,  Madam,  a  fault,  in  the  eftimation  of  a  lady? 

•  *■  9  • 

Laura. 

I  have  a  hufband,  Sir,  who  will  anlwer  whether  it  ought  not 
to  be  fo  in  mine  ! — Signor  Octavio,  a  word  with  you. 

[  Walks  afide  with  Octavio. 


Rosa  comes  forward. 

Montano. 

/ 

And  do  you,  Sir,  take  upon  you  to  chaftife  every  one  who 
dares  to  love  that  lady  ? 

Rosa. 

Not  I,  upon  my  foul,  Sir  !  It  would  be  a  very  troublefome 
office.  Befides,  it  is  too  flattering  to  my  vanity,  to  have  my  wife 
univerfally  beloved—— 


Montano. 


Montano. 

She  was  beloved  by  Montano!  Did  you  know  him,  Sir? 

Rosa. 

Montano  !  Montano  ! — Oh  !  the  man  who  went  one  after¬ 
noon  to  fifh  in  the  Mediterranean,  and  was  himfelf  caught  by 
an  Algerine  rover ! 

Montano. 

4 

Did  you  know  Montano,  young  Sir  ? 

Rosa. 

Oh  !  yes,  Sir !  I  recollect  he  had  the  vanity  to  be  my  rival. 
Poor  man  !  I  ought  not  to  abufe  him  ;  for  I  owe  him  infinite 
obligations,  for  the  merriment  Laura  and  I  have  fo  often  had  at 
his  expence ! 

Montano. 

’Sdeath  !  Sir,  you  dare  not  repeat  what  you  fay  \ 

Rosa. 

Really,  Sir,  I  don’t  defire  it.  Tautology  in  converfatipn  is 
very  dii'agreeable. 

Montano. 

If  Montano  were  here - 

Rosa. 

Why,  if  he  were,  Sir,  I  fhould  certainly  pity  the  poor  devil  ! 
To  be  laugh’d  at  by  a  fuccefsful  rival  would  be  intolerable  j  and, 
really,  I  could  not  help  it ! - Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

A  I  R. 

When  firfl  I  began,  Sir,  to  ogle  the  ladies, 

And  prattle  foft  nothings,  as  a  pretty  fellow’s  trade  is  ; 

While  with  rapturous  praifes  I  dwelt  on  each  feature, 

If  I  flole  a  fly  kifs,  ’twas — c  Fye,  you  wicked  creature  !* 

But  foon,  in  tones  lower,  and  fofter,  and  fweeter, 

Half- pleas’d,  they  would  whifper — i  Fye,  fye,  you  wicked 
c  creature!’ 

*  >  *  \ 

Indeed,  my  attractions  no  gallantry  needed, 

Each  evening  {till  conquefts  to  conquefts  fucceeded : 
Perplex’d  how  fo  many  fond  claims  I  fhould  parry. 

To  fettle  all  difputes,  I  refolv’d,  faith,  to  marry  ! 

Then  prefs’d  lovely  Laura,  in  language  ftill  fweeter, 

Till,  blufhing,  fhc  whifper’d — 4  I’m  yours,  you  wicked  creature!’ 

Montano. 
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Montano. 

Hark’e,  Signor  Lucilio ;  I  will  not  hear  Montano  infulted 
with  impunity !  I  fhall  walk  by  the  river-fide,  two  miles  from 
the  city,  at  fix  to-morrow  morning!  You  underftand  me.  Sir? 

Rosa. 

[Afide — A  pretty  fcrape  I  am  got  into!] — -Perfectly,  Sir! 
You  lind  the  air  from  the  water  beneficial  to  your  health. 

Montano. 

Infulting  coward !  draw  inftantly  ! 

Rosa. 

[. Looking  round ,  and  perceiving  Octavio  approach  to  part 
them.]  Zounds,  Sir!  with  all  my  heart.  This  is  not  to  be 

borne  ! - Signor  Octavio,  nothing  but  the  refpect  I  bear  you, 

prevents  my  punilhing  that  boafter  as  he  deferves  !  Your  pre¬ 
fence  protects  him  from  my  rage!  [ Afide  to  Laura— Let 
us  be  gone  ;  I  am  frightened  out  of  my  wits  !] 

Octavio. 

Signor  Lucilio,  I  am  concerned  for  my  friend’s  warmth! 

Rosa. 

As  to  that,  Sir,  I  am  very  happy  you  interfered.  I  declare,  I 
tremble  to  think  what  might  have  been  the  confequence! 

Laura. 

Signor  Otavio,  what  has  palled  will,  I  am  fure,  plead  my 
apology  for  begging  your  permifiion  to  retire. 

QJJ  A  R  T  E  T  T  O. 

Laura. 

Good  Signor,  you’ll  excufe  me!*— < 

Pray  don’t,  my  dear,  refufe  me ! 

Lucilio,  let  us  go. 

Rosa. 

Laura,  you  mull  excufe  me! — 

Satisfaction  you  (han’t  refufe  me, 

Before  I  go. 

Octavio. 

i  i 

Gooci  Signor,  you’ll  excufe  me! 

Pray  don’t,  my  friend,  refufe  me,— 

Hold, 
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*  - 


!  It* 


A  r  A  r 

}  o3  If 


Hold,  Sir,  you  muft  cxcufe  me!— . 

Pray,  good  Lucilic,  go ! 

Laura. 

» 

Be  by  your  reafon  aided! 

Why  won't  you  be  perfuaded? 

Hear  me! 

Come,  your  paffion  fmother! 

For  this  you’ll  thank  me,  Tome  day  or  other. 
Lucilio,  let  us  go. — • 

Signor  O&avio,  with  thanks  to  you,  Sir, 
Adieu,  adieu,  Sir!— 

Lucilio,  let  us  go. 

Rosa. 

•  *  •  i  •  i  .  w  e  * 


;:o 


No,  I’ll  not  be  perfuaded!  — 

Hear  me! — 

Lh!  well,  then,  my  pailion  I’ll  try  to  fmother. 
Adieu,  Signor!  I  go. — 

But  I  fhall  find,  Sir,  fome  time  or  other, 

For  a  private  word,  or  fo. 

*•  . 

'  Octavio. 


WJiy  won’t  you  be  perfuaded? 

Hear  me! 

Hold!  Before  a  lady. 

Your  ansrer  fmother.— 

Pray,  good  Lucilio,  go: 

You  may,  you  know,  find  fome  time  or  other. 
For  a  private  word,  or  fo. 

Montano. 

No,  Sir,  I  fhan’t  excufe  you ! 

Juftice  I  won’t  refufc  you. 

Before  you  go! — 

No,  I’ll  not  be  perfuaded! — • 

Hear  me! — 

My  anger  I  cannot  (mother! — 

Nay,  Sir,  you  fhall  not  go! 

Well,  I  fhall  find,  Sir,  fome  time  or  other. 

For  a  private  word,  or  fo. 


END'  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT. 

.  '  .*  i  ■+  t*  *'<  '•*'  •  '•*'* 

0  *  •  * 

r  •  *  ■»  ' 

k 

c  ✓ 
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ACT  II. 


SCENE,  Regnalto’s  Houfe, 

^nter  Alice,  and  Laurence  with  a  Bottle  of  Wine  in  onr 

Hand  and  Bread  in  the  other . 


Laurence. 

TELL  the  cook  to  make  hafte,  Alice.  I  like  my  vi&uals 
rather  under  done. 

Alice. 

r  • 

You  have  been  us’d  to  eat  your  meat  rare,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Laurence. 

Yes,  the  meat  that  came  to  my  fhare  in  Algiers  was  very 
-rare,  indeed! — not  above  once  a  month. 

Alice*. 


And  how  did  they  treat  you,  Laurence?  Tell  me  all 
about  it. 

Laurence. 

They  treated  me. with  my  hoard, ,  to  be  Pure— *to  deep  on* 
I  mean ;  a  fcarcity  of  bread  and  water;  and  plenty  of  ftripes 
and  hard  labour.  For  my  part,  I  had  rather  pay  my  own  way 
in  Florence,  than  be  treated  fo  by  the  beft  Algerine  of  ’em  all ! 

Alice. 

Pray,  Laurence,  had  your  matter  many  wives  ? 

Laurence. 

W  ives !  aye,  in  every  hole  and  corner  of  his  houfe :  they 
i an  about  like  rabbits  in  a  warren! 


Alice. 

And  did  not  you  turn  poacher  now  and  then,  and  fnap  up  a 
ttray  rabbit  ? — Eh  !  Laurence  ? 

Laurence* 

Not  I,  indeed  !  I  had  a  much  keener  appetite  for  a  fat  capon. 
— Hunger  is  a  bitter  enemy  to  gallantry! — Befides,  the  Infidels 
have  ways  of  keeping  their  wives  to  theml’elves,  which  we  have 
not  yet  attain’d. 

E  ’  Alice. 
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Alice. 

By  making  flaves  of  them !— Thank  my  ftars,  that  odious 
fafhion  does  not  prevail  in  Chriftendom ! 

Laurence. 

“  No,  the  matter  is  juft  revers’d  with  us:  in  all  Chriftian 
“  countries,  the  wives  keep  their  hufbands  in  fubje&ion.'’— 
But  here  comes  Madam  Viola! 

Enter  Viola. 

Viola. 

Honefl  Laurence,  I  am  rejoic’d  to  fee  you  once  more  at 
home! 

Laurence. 

Thank  ye?  Ma’am! — I  am  much  rejoiced  to  fee  myfelf  here! 

Viola. 

I  imagine  you  have  had  a  fufficient  fample  of  travelling? 

Laurence. 

•Enough  to  laft  me  my  life,  Ma’am! 

Viola. 

And  what  think  you  of  the  men  and  manners  where  you 
have  been  ? 

Laurence. 

r 

As  fpr  the  men,  the  leaft  faid  about  them  is  the  beft ;  and, 
as  for  their  manners,  egad  !  I  never  was  treated  with  fo  much 
ill-manners,  by  any  other  fet  of  people,  before  or  fince! 

Viola* 

Laurence,  you  are  releafed  from  the  chains  of  a  tyrant,  juft 
time  enough  to  fee  me  in  fetters! 

RONDEAU. 

Woman’s  fate  is  ftill  diftrefling, 

Be  her  lot  whate’er  it  will ; 

Man  perverts  her  every  bieifing 
To  a  caufe  of  future  ill. 

If  with  charms  her  form  enduing. 

Nature  kinaeft  care  employs, 

Man,  the  gaudy  prize  purfuing, 

Conquers  firft,  and  then  dcftroys. 
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Riches  ferve  but  to  entoil  her ; 

Like  the  bee  with  honey  ftor’d, 

Her  wealth  allures  the  cruel  fpoiler, 

And  dooms  her — vi&im  of  her  hoard. 

«  To  -morrow  is  the  day  fix’d  by  my  inexorable  guardian 
“  to  make  me  his  wretched  wife. — Oh,  for  the  prefence  of  a 
“  brother,  to  fave  me  from  this  living  death  !*' 


Enter  Regnalto. 

But  Alice  tells  me  you  can  give  no  tidings  of  the  unfortunate 
Regnalto? 

Laurence. 

I  know  no  more  of  him  than  this  good  man! 

[Pointing  to  REGNALTO. 

Viola. 

And  who  is  he  ? 

Laurence. 

He  can’t  tell  you  that  himfelf ;  he  is  dumb. 

Alice. 

The  poor  fellow  is  juft  return’d  from  flavery,  Mad»m  ! 

Viola. 

Perhaps  he  may  have  feen  my  brother:  I’ll  queftion  him. 
How  complacently  he  fmiles  upon  me]  I  hope  I  (hall  be  able 
to  underftand  him. 

Laurence. 

% 

Well,  Ma’am,  my  wine  is  out;  fo  we’ll  leave  you  with  our 
filent  friend,  while  we  go  and  toaft  you  in  bumpers  from  a 
frefh  bottle!  [ Exeunt  Alice  and  Laurence. 

Viola. 

Poor  Have!  perhaps  he  has  a  fifter  in  fome  foreign  land,  who, 
like  me,  mourns  the  abfence  of  a  brother!  [Taking  a  Pifturt 
from  her  Pocket .]  Here  isRegnalto’s  pi£hire! — Precious  image 
of  a  beloved  brother,  let  me  prefs  thee  to  my  heart ! 

Regnalto,  (dftde.) 

“  Howfhall  I  fupport  myfelf  in  this  trying  feene!” 

Viola. 

If  he  has  ever  feen  Regnalto,  he  will  remember  the  likenefs. 
[Shews  it  to  him  ;  he  looks  at  it  attentively ,  and Jhakes  his  Head.] 
Alas !  he  knows  not  the  refemblance. 

E  51 


Regnalto. 
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Regnalto,  ( Afule .) 

I  had  almoft  forgot  my  errand!  [ Pulls  her  hy  the  Sleeve. 

Viola. 

•  *  .  •  ‘  i 

What  would  you  with  me,  gentle  {lave  ?  [Regnalto  of¬ 
fers  her  theLetter  frc?n  Octavio,  and  makes  Signs  of  Secrefy.] 
A  letter!  [Opening  it  ha/lily.]  And  from  Octavio!  [ Reading. ] 
‘  Deareft  Viola!  our  fitu^tion  muft  plead  my  excufe  for  the  pro- 
4  pofal  I  thus  abruptly  offer.  To-morrow  is  to  make  you 
4  the  wife  of  Aldobrand  ;  fuffer  me  to  fnatch  you  from  the 
4  mifery  in  which  this  detefted  marriage  would  involve  us. 
4  Do  not  doubt  my  honour ;  warm  as  my  pa  Hi  on  is  for  the 
4  charming  Viola,  I  can  never  forget  the  refpedt  due  to  the 

4  lifter  of  Regnalto - 

Regnalto,  ( Afide . ) 

Noble  youth! 

Viola,  ( Reading. ) 

— c  On  a  word  depends  your  fate  and  mine.  I  (hall  be  with 
4  fome  chofen  friend?,  at  the  balcony  which  looks  into  the  gar- 
4  den,  a  little  before  midnight.  Let  me  hope  that  happy  hour 

4  will  confign  you  to  the  care  of  the  impatient  Octavio!’ - - 

What  amj  to  do!  [Regnalto  pleads  for  Octavio  in  dumb 
Shew.]  He  endeavours  to  perfuade  me;  he  pleads  for  his  be¬ 
nefactor. — Will  you  accompany  me? — [Regnalto  puts  his 
Knee  to  the  Ground, ,  and  kiffes  her  Hau  l.]  Then  I  will  meet 
Octavio!  [ She  kiffes  the  Letter ,  a7id  intimates  that  foe  agrees 
to  the  Prop  of  ah, 

Enter  Aldobrand. 

My  guardian  here! 

Aldobrand. 

Hey-day!  whom  have  we  here  ?  A  lover  in  difguife!  This 
is  your  gallant-elect,  I  fee,  Madam  ;  and  he  is  killing  hands  on 
his  appointment! — -Who  the  devil  are  you  ? 

Viola. 

He  is  now  my  fervant.  * 

Aldobrand. 

That  is  to  fay,  you  are  his  iniflrefs .  So  I  fufpcCted! 

Viola. 

I 

How  you  mifunderftand  things!  {Je  is - - 

Aldobrand. 

I  afk  him,  and  not  you,  what  he  is! — I  fuppofe  he  can  fpeak 
for  hirnfvh  r 


V  iola. 
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Viola. 

\  Indeed  he  can’t,  Sir. 

Aldobrand. 

Not  fpeak  for  himfelf!  A  pretty  kind  of  a  lover,  then,  he 
muft  be! 


Viola. 

A  '•  '* 

A  lover  !  The  poor  creature  is  juft  come  from  Algiers;  and 
I  have  employ’d  him  as  my  fervant,  from  motives  of  compaf- 
fion. — I  tell  you,  he  can’t  Ipeak. 


Aldobrand. 


But  I  fuppofe  he  can  eat  and  drink;  and  that  comes  very 
expenfive* 

Viola. 


And  is  this  the  way  you  think  to  gain  my  regard,  by  thwart¬ 
ing  me  in  every  thing  I  propofe? 

<  * 

Aldobrand. 


Nay,  nay!  my  dear  wife,  that  is  to  be!  I’m  fure  I’ll  do  all  I 
can  to  make  you  happy.  I  agree,  then,  to  take  this  fpeechlefe 
gentleman  into  our  fervice. 

Viola. 

I  thank  you,  Signor. 

Aldobrand. 


Thanks!  And  is  that  all  I  am  to  receive  from  your  lips, 
yiola?— I  mult!  indeed,  I  muft! — [Offering  to  life  her.] — Well, 
I  lhall  make  you  pay  for  all  to-morrow!  Thofo  rofy  lips  will 
be  mine  when  we  are  married,  Viola! 

Vkjla. 

When  we  are  married,  they  fhall  be  yours;  but,  till  then, 
good  Signor,  they  muft  remain  my  own!  *  [Exit. 


Enter  Fabio. 

*«i  •  • 

Aldobrand. 

*  '  ... 

Well,  Fabio,  what  news  ? 

Fabio, 

Why,  Sir,  on  this  occafon,  we  may  really  fay,  no  news  is 
good  news:  for  I  can  hear  nothing  of  Regnalto.  You  may 
depend  upon  it,  he  is  not  in  Florence, 

Aldobrand. 
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*  ALDOBRAND. 

I  am  heartily  glad  of  it,  good  Fabio!  and  will  double  the 
reward  I  promis'd  you. 

[Aldobrand  and  Fabio  Jit  down  at  a  Table . 

Regnalto,  (jfide.) 

Fortune  has  thrown  an  excellent  opportunity  in  my  way,  to 
difcover  the  villainy  of  this  falfe  friend,  in  whole  honour  I  have 
fo  unwarily  confided. 

Aldobrand. 

Hey,  Roberto!  get  wine  and  glafTe:  and,  d’ye  hear!  fhew  Dum¬ 
my  the  way  to  the  cellar.  We  muft  try  to  make  fomething  of 
him! — [Exeunt  Roberto  and  Regnalto.] — Come,  Fabio! 
let’s  fit  down  and  enjoy  ourfelves!  You  have  put  me  in  charm¬ 
ing  (pints ;  and  we’ll  have  a  bottle  of  my  bell  wine  on  the 
Rrength  of  your  good  news  ! 

Re-enter  Roberto  with  GlaJ/es . 

Well,  Roberto,  does  he  appear  to  be  a  handy  fellow? 

Roberto. 

O,  yes,  Sir!  [Regnalto  enters.]  he  feems  to  know  the 
ways  about  the  houfe  as  well  as  if  he  had  been  us’d  to  it! 

Aldobrand. 

I  {  V 

Aye,  aye!  we  muft  converfe  with  himbyfigns:  I  dare  fay 
he’ll  foon  be  .able  to  find  us  out. 


I  hope  fo! 


Regnalto,  {Jfide.) 
Aldobrand. 


Roberto,  you  need  not  flay:  let  him  wait  on  us. 

[Exit  Roberto* 

A  dumb  waiter  is  fometimes  very  convenient! 

Fabio. 

Why,  Sir,  you  retain  not  only  your  fpirits,  but  your  wit  J 

Aldobrand. 

My  dear  Fabio,  the  news  you  bring  of  Regnalto  gives 
me  new  life !  Let  him  but  keep  out  of  my  fight,  and  my  bottle 
in  it — and  then,  Time  and  Care,  I  defy  you ! 


A  I  R. 
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AIR. 

The  ills  of  life  in  vain  aflail,  '  ( 

I  never  yet  would  yield  me  ; 

Nor  fhall  their  malice  e’er  prevail, 

While  frolic  Mirth  can  fhield  met 
Like  curs  they  fnar),  but  dare  not  bite* 

I  heed  ihem  not  at  all,  Sir! 

But  laugh  at  all  their  harmlefs  fpite, 

And  ftill  fiag — Tol  de  rol  lol,  Sir. 

I  ever  fcorn’d,  with  face  of  woe, 

Proud  dames  to  dangle  after ; 

But  bent  with  fmiles  young  Cupid’s  bow. 

And  tipt  his  fhafts  with  laughter: 

Succefs  ftill  crown’d  each  merry  dart. 

Black,  fair,  brown,  fhort,  or  tall,  Sir; 

I  vanquifh’d  ev’ry  female  heart, 

With — Tol  de  rol  lol,  de  rol,  Sir. 

u  Let  firft-rate  fingers  ftretch  their  throats, 
w  In  fine  falfetto  fqueaking; 
c<  With  new  and  ftrange  unnatural  notes, 

“  Applaufe  from  fafhion  feeking : 
u  The  blockhead  Connoifteurs  among 
u  E’en  let  them  trill  and  fquall,  Sir; 
w  Give  me,  my  boy  !  a  jolly  fong, 

“  That  ends  with— 'Tol  de  rol  lol,  Sir.’* 

In  fpite  of  Dons  fo  grave  and  wife,  * 

Till  o’er  old  Styx  I  ferry, 

I  always  will  moft  highly  prize 

Whatever’s  blithe  and  merry- 
May  Love  and  Laughter  ever  be 
Attendant  on  my  call,  Sir! 

Here’s  what  I’ve  always  lov’d,  d’ye  fee— 

A  glafs  to — Tol  de  rol  lol,  Sir  I 

Where  do  you  think  Regnalto  is  now,  Fabio  ? 

Fabio. 

At  a  pretty  good  diftance  from  us,  I’ll  anfwer  for  it.  You 
Know  Tbargain’d  with  a  Turkifh  merchant  to  buy  him  at  Al¬ 
giers,  and  tranfport  him  from  thence  to  Conftantinople! 

a 

Aldqbranjo. 

So  you  told  ©e ! 


Fabiq. 
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Fabio* 

%  \  *  * 

After  which,  he  was  to  be  convey’d  to  Arabia,  and  fold  to  a 
chief  of  the  wild  Arabs. 

Regnalto,  {A fide*') 

A  pretty  j ourney'  thefe  good  people  have  mark’d  out  for  me1 

cc  Fabio. 

<c  And,  I  dare  fay,  by  this  time,  he  is  as  expert  at  robbing  a 
KC  caravan  as  the  bell  freebooter  among  them. 

u  Aldobrand. 

*c  Then  he  has  traveled-  to  fome  end,  Fabio. 

t  *  • 

u  Fabio. 

cc  Yes,  Sir  1  and  I  hope  that  will  be  the  end  of  his  travels. 

“  Aldobrand. 

I  >  ,  **  i  '  "  '  \  H.f  »  *-  *  ..  .  .  i 

cc  With  all  my  heart!  Give  Dummy  a  bumper  to  that 
<c  toad- — -cc  May  Regnalto  end  his  travels  where  he  is  now! 

[ct  They  drink ,  and  give  Regnalto  a  Glafs  of  Wine* 

u  Fabio. 

ce  Well  done,  honed  Dummy!  Egad  !  he  empties  his  glafs 
u  to  that  toad  1 

cc  Aldobrand. 

/  .  ’  j  1  -  4.i )  '  •  ** 

u  He  little  thinks  that  he  is  drinking  to  the  captivity  of  his 
a  old  acquaintance  j  for  I  dare  fay  Regnalto  and  he  have  had 

the  badinado  together  many  a  time  in  Algiers.” 

■ 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Servant. 

Signor  LuciKo,  Sir. 

Aldobrand. 

Lucilio  !  What  the  devil  can  he  want  with  me  ?  I  hope  he 
has  not  difeovered  my  defigns  on  his  wife  ! — Shew  him  up. — 
Fabio,  let  Dummy  retire  with  you  for  the  prefent. 

[Exeunt  Regnalto  and  Fabio. 

Enter  Rosa. 

Signor  Lucilio,  ten  thoufa ml  thanks  for  this  honour !  Relieve 
me,  I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee  you  ! 

Rosa. 

I  am  come.  Signor  Aldobrand,  to  r<?qued  your  advice  and 
abidance  in  a  matter  of  great  moment  to  me. 

“  Aldobrand. 
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“  Aldobrand. 

w  I  am  fure  I  fhall  be  particularly  happy - 

“  Rosa. 

<c  I  know  you  are  a  man  of  gallantry - 

“  Aldobrand,  ( Afide .) 

cc  Egad  !  I  am  forry  for  that. 

“  Rosa. 

cc  And  therefore  I  wifh  for  your  counfel. — But,  are  we  out 
w  of  hearing  ? 

“  Aldobrand. 

<c  As  fnug  as  a  conclave  of  cardinals !” 

Rosa. 

Give  me  leave  to  afk  you,  what  meafures  do  you  think  I 
ought  to  purfue  with  the  man  who  has  dar’d  to  make  love  to  my 
wife  ? 

Aldobrand. 

A — a  '—[Afide — Oh  !  that  I  were  but  fafe  out  of  the  room!] 
Why,  furely — is  it  poffible  that - 

Rosa. 

Poffible!  why  not,  Sir  ?  Is  not  Laura  handfome  enough  to  be 
an  object  of  temptation? 

Aldobrand. 

Upon  my  foul,  I  think  fo,  Sir  !  Don’t  miftake  me.  [rffide— 
What  fhall  I  fay  to  him  ?] 

Rosa. 

When  I  confider  the  nature  of  the  affront! - 

Aldobrand. 

But  confider,  at  the  fame  time,  good  Signor,  how  liable  we 
all  are  to  frailty!  Temptation  is  an  enemy  who  wreftles 
with  us  through  life,  growing  ftronger  as  we  grow  weaker ; 
and  if  youth  can’t  refill:  him,  ’tis  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  he 
fhould  eafily  trip  up  an  old  man’s  heels! 

Rosa. 

I  am  refolv'd  to  punifli  him  feverely! 

Aldobrand. 

[Afide — I  fhall  be  expos’d  to  all  Florence!]  Are  there  no 
apologies  which  you  could  be  prevailed  on  to  receive  ? 

F  Rosa. 
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Rosa. 

What  apologies  can  he  offer,  after  having  had  the  afTurance 

to  threaten  my  life  ! - 

Aldobrand,  (rffide.) 

I  threaten  his  life  ! — .What  the  devil  does  he  mean  now  ? 

*  f  » 

Rosa. 

The  preemption  to  challenge  me  to  fingle  combat  I 

Aldobrand. 

,  •  .  .  t  ...  }  •  I  * 

Challenge  you  ! — Upon  my  veracity,  I  never  dreamt  of  fuch  a 
thing! 

Rosa, 

n  f  i  .  i ,  •  i  ■  1  .  k •  »  M. 

Yes,  the  haughty  Algerine  dared  me  to  meafure  i words 
with  him  ! 

Aldobrand. 

The  haughty  Algerine! 

Rosa. 

Ibrahim,  the  commander  of  the  vefTel  Iafl  from  Algiers! 

\  Aldobrand. 

[. Afide — I  am  reflor’d  to  life!]  Give  me  your  hand,  my  dear 
Signor  Lucilio!  We’ll  have  the  fcoundrel  hang’d,  drawn, 
quarter’d,  flay’d,  and  carbonaded!. — A  dog!  a  rafcal !  a  villain! 
- fuch  an  abominable  attempt! 

Rosa. 

* . 

But  how  fhall  we  manage,  my  dear  friend  ?  I  have  every 
thing  to  dread  from  him  while  he  is  at  liberty.  You  are  a 
magiftrate,  and  can  affift  me. 

Aldobrand. 

,  i 

He  fhall  be  thrown  into  prifon  in  two  hours  time! 

Rosa. 

Will  that  be  ftri&ly  legal  ? 

Aldobrand. 

Legal!  aye,  to  be  fure,  if  it  can  ferve  a  friend.  Laws  were 
made  for  the  benefit  of  focietyj  and  are  not  our  friends  the 
very  flower  of  fociety  ? 

Rosa. 

But  let  us  be  careful  not  to  infringe  the  ftricEL  letter  of  the 
law.  .  . 


Aldobrand. 
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Aldobrand. 

Aye,  that  is  a  true  oracle;  always  doubtful  in  it’s  meaning. 
We  lawyers  are  the  priefts,  and  who  fo  proper  to  expound  it 
as  we  who  make  it?  The  letter  of  the  law  reminds  me  of  a 
fanciful  cloud  in  a  fummer  Iky;  though  no  two  perfons  can 
agree  in  what  it  really  reprefents,  you  may  look  at  it  till  you 
make  what  you  will  of  it. 

“  Rosa. 


u  And  yet  how  beautiful  are  thofe  clouds  when  gilded  by 
cc  the  fun  of  equity! 

“  Aldobrand. 

_  • 

cc  Pfha!  pfha  !  when  the  clouds  gather  faft,  the  fun  of  equity, 
“  as  you  call  it,  fometimes  finds  it  a  devilifh  hard  talk  to  fhine 
<c  through  them.”  But  come,  let  us  to  bufinefs  ;  we  have  not 
a  moment  to  lofe.  I’ll  difpatch  the  officers  of  juftice  after  this 
Ibrahim,  and  they’ll  feize  him  the  inftant  they  let  eyes  on  him! 

Rosa. 

Well,  Signor  Aldobrand,  I  perceive  you  improve  on  the  poets, 
who  reprefent  Juftice  as  blind  :  you  kindly  remove  the  band 
from  her  eyes,  that  fhe  may  diftinguifh  objects  clearly. 

Aldobrand. 

Modern  Juftice  is  only  blind  to  the  faults  of  her  friends. 

Rosa. 

And  what  does  fhe  do  with  her  fword  ? 

Aldobrand. 

Referves  that  for  their  enemies. 

Rosa. 

Ha!  ha!  ha!— -Then  her  feales  only  remain  to  be  difpos’d  of: 

'  •  ,  V  ‘ 

Aldobrand. 

Which  are  too  ufeful  to  be  parted  with.  They  are  for  the 
receipt  of  fees  *,  one  fcale  for  the  plaintiff,  and  the  other  for  the 
defendant :  of  courfe,  you  know,  that  which  is  beft  fill’d  makes 
the  other  kick  the  beam!— And  fo  much  for  juftice. 

£  E  x  emit  • 

SCENE,  the  Houfe  of  Octavio. 

Enter  Octavio  and  Alice. 

Octavio.  \ 

Well/ Alice,  then  the  charming  Viola  is  permitted  by  her 
guardian  to  vifit  this  houfe  to-day?  You  may  depend  on  my 
gratitude  1. 

F  2  “  Alice. 
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“  Alice. 

<c  T  will,  Sir;  though  I  own  it  is  not  a  quality  on  which, 
“  generally  fpeaking,  I  place  the  greateft  dependance. 

<c  Octavio. 

i  ‘  \  '  "  -  ’  .  .  ; 

<c  Surely  you  do  not  doubt  it’s  exigence  :  you  do  not  think 
“  it  a  mere  phantom.” 

Alice. 

Why  really,  Sir,  my  experience  has  taught  me,  that  gratitude 
is  fomething  like  a  ghoft ;  every  body  talks  of  it,  but  nobody 
fees  it  appear! 

Octavio. 

As  to  that,  I  can  eafily  conjure  up  the  apparition! — [ Giving 
„  her  a  Purfe .]  How  do  you  like  it  ? 

Alice. 

t  # 

Oh!  I  admire  your  fpiritj  I  allure  you,  Sir!  It  could  not  ap¬ 
pear  in  a  prettier  ftiape. 

Octavio. 

But  tell  me,  dear  Alice!  how  am  I  to  elude  the  vigilance  of 
Aldobrand  ? 

Alice. 

Very  eafily,  Sir.  You  muft  know  the  old  fool  experts  to 
rpeet  Laura  her,  with  whom  he  is  moft  defperately  in  love!— 
But  I  fee  him  coming :  I’ll  engage  him,  while  you  flip  down 
ftairs,  and  entertain  your  mittrefs.  [Exit  Octavio. 


Enter  Aldobrand. 

Aldobrand. 

Here  lam!  fo  amorous — but  fo  frighten’d!  My  heart  is  like 
a  volcano  in  Iceland  ;  fire  and  froft  at  the  fame  time.  If  Lau¬ 
ra  fhould  not  requite  my  paflion — if  I  fhould  fail,  Alice  ! - 

Alice. 

Fail,  Sir!  there  is  no  fuch  word  in  the  lover’s  dictionary. 

Aldobrand. 

Then  I  fuppofe  mine  is  the  old  edition;  for,  egad  !  I  think 
I  fee  it  in  the  title-page,  in  black  letter.  It  frightens  me  fo, 
that  I  can’t  turn  over  a  new  leaf ! 

Alice. 

Come,  Sir,  I’ll  comfort  you  with  an  example,  in  a  ballad 
which  I  learnt  of  an  Englifh  captain  who  us’d  to  vifit  my  poor 
matter,  Signor 'Regnalto.  '  |  ;  J 


A  I  R. 
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A  I  R. 

.  i  .  . 

Young  Roger  the  ploughman,  who  wanted  a  mate, 

Went  along  with  his  daddy  a  courting  to  Kate  ; 

With  nofegay  fo  large,  in  his  holiday  cloaths, 

(His  hands  in  his  pockets)  away  Roger  goes. 

Now  he  was  as  bafhful  as  bafhful  could  be  ; 

And  Kitty,  poor  girl,  was  as  bafhful  as  he : 

So  he  bow’d,  and  he  flar’d,  and  he  let  his  hat  fall 
Thenhegrinn’d,  fcratch’d  his  head,  and  faid — nothing  at  all. 

If  aukward  the  Twain,  no  lefs  aukward  the  maid; 

She  limper’d  and  blufh’d,  with  her  apron-firing  play’d  : 

Till  the  old  folks,  impatient  to  have  the  thing  done. 

Agreed  that  young  Roger  and  Kate  fliould  be  one. 

In  filence  the  young  ones  both  nodded  aflent : 

Their  hands  being  join’d,  to  be  married  they  went ; 

Where  they  anfwer’d  the  parfon  with  voices  fo  fmall, 

You’d  have  fworn  that  they  both  had  faid. — 'nothing  at  all. 

But  mark  what  a  change  !  In  the  courfe  of  a  week, 

Kate  quite  left  off  blufhing,  Hodge  boldly  could  fpeak  ; 
Could  joke  with  his  deary,  laugh  loud  at  the  jefl : 

She  could  coax,  too,  and  fondle,  as  well  as  the  bell. 

And,  afham’d  of  pafl  folly,  they’ve  often  declar’d, 

To  encourage  young  folks,  who  at  courtfhip  are  fear’d. 

If  at  firfl  to  your  aid  fome  affurance  you  call, 

When  once  you  are  us’d  to  it,  ’tis — nothing  at  all. 

A  lover  is  like  a  fwimmer :  fear  will  be  fure  to  fink  him. 

Aldobrand. 

Then,  egad  !  I  fhall  certainly  go  to  the  bottom,  Alice-! 

i  '  •  / 

*  Alice. 

Never  fear  that,  Sir! — T rufl  to  the  cork -jacket  I  have  brought 
you. — [Shewing  his  Difguife ] — This  will  keep  your  head  above 
water.  I’ll  warrant. — Come,  Sir,  let  me  help  you  on  with  it. 

Aldobrand,  ( Putting  on  the  Friar's  Drefs.) 

Heigho !  make  hafle,  and  lead  me  to  Laura,  that  I  may  face 
the  enemy,  while  I  have  courage  enough  left  for  the  attack. 

Alice. 

I’ll  go  and  reconnoitre,  Sir, 


Aldobrand, 


\ 


46  THE  STRANGERS  AT  HOME. 

,  \  Aldobrand. 

And,  d'ye  hear  ?  keep  an  eye  on  Viola  ! — You  know  Oc¬ 
tavio  is  a  few  years  younger  than  I  am ;  and  young  girls  have 
a  devilifh  hankering  after  green  fruit!  [ Exit  Alice. 

■  \9  K  -  * 

Enter  Firelock. 

Firelock. 

.  T  . ' s 

Who  have  we  here  r  a  Friar  !  I  did  not  expedt  to  meet  with 
fo  holy  a  man.  I  was  in  fearch  of  one  Signor  Aldobrand,  a  rich 

old  lawyer  of  this  city.-r-Do  you  know  him,  father  ? 

— '  1 

Aldobrand. 

I  know  the  man  ! 

Firelock. 

Perhaps  you  are  his  confefTor  ?  Ffaith  f  if  you  are,  you  muft 
have  a  troublefome  tafk  of  it,  by  all  accounts :  I  am  fure  you 
deferve  to  be  paid  well  for  keeping  fuch  a  batter’d  old  confcience 
in  repair ! 

Aldobrand,  ( Afide .) 

How  I  long  to  break  the  rafcaPs  head  \ 

Firelock. 

But  I  can’t  think  where  the  old  fellow  can  be  gone  !  He  was 
feen  to  en$er  this  room  not  half  an  hour  ago. 

Aldobrand. 

Why,  what  the  devil!  are  you  fet  to  watch  him,  you  dog? 

Firelock. 

Hey-day!  here’s  language  for  a  man  of  mortification!  You 
feem  to  have  forgot  yourfelf,  father. 

Aldobrand. 

Rather  fo,  indeed  ~ But,  if  you  knew  me  better,  you  would 
find  me  a  true  fon  of  the  church. 

Firelock. 

Aye,  I  dare  fay  !  One  of  thofe  dutiful  children  who  are  fel- 
dom  better  pleas’d  than  when  they  are  drinking  their  mother- 
church  in  full  bumpers  ;  and,  left  her  family  fhould  be  extindt, 
like  good  fons,  take  all  the  care  in  their  power  to  provide  her 
with  grandfons. 

Aldobrand. 
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Aldobrand. 

I  forgive  your  fcurrility,  friend! — You  (hall  find,  thatMonkifh 
manners  can  cover  liberality  of  fentiment. 

F IRELOCK. 

As  an  extins-uifher  covers  a  candle! — But  here  come  O&avio 

O 

and  Viola. 

Aldobrand,  ( Afide .) 

A  comfortable  fituation  I  fhall  be  in,  to  be  fure  !  for,  though 
I  fhould  be  cuckolded  before  my  face,  I  muff,  like  a  fnail,  draw 
my  horns  within  my  (hell ! 

Enter  Octavio  and  Viola. 

Firelock. 

We  are  all  fafe,  Sir  !  the  enemy  has  retreated,  and  left  you 
maffer  of  the  field. 

Octavio. 

Follow  Aldobrand,  my  faithful  friend,  leff  he  fhould  return 
unexpectedly. — But  who  is  this  ? 

Firelock. 

• 

Oh !  as  for  this  ghoifly  father,  though  he  may  hitherto  have 
been  a  neutral  power,  I  dare  fay,  he  is  a  true  politician ;  and, 
now  victory  has  declared  for  you,  will  have  no  objection  to  be¬ 
come  your  ally.  ,  [  Exit, 

Octavio. 

A  lucky  thought !  This  good  prieft  fhall  join  our  hands.— 
You  tremble,  Viola? 

Viola. 

Oh,  OCtavio!  you  will  forgive  that  timidity  which  makes 
me  ftart  at  the  precipitancy  of  a  meafure - 

Octavio. 

Which  alone  can  releafe  you  from  the  power  of  an  avaricious 
tvrant ! — I’ll  fubmit  the  cafe  to  this  worthy  man  ;  convinc’d 
that  I  could  not  have  fix'd  on  any  perfon  better  qualified  to  de¬ 
cide  the  matter. 

Aldobrand,  [Afide.) 

I  wifh  to  my  foul  the  worthy  man  were  fafe  at  home  f — -A 
plague  on  this  mafquerading  !  If  he  finds  me  out,  I  fhall  have 
his  fword  through  me  in  a  twinkling ! 

Octavio, 


\ 
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Octavio. 

My  good  father,  this  lady  is  threatened  with  marriage  by  her 
guardian ;  a  wretch  whom,  if  you  knew,  you  muff  defpife  ! — • 
She  has  blefs’d  me  with  the  avowal  of  her  affection  ! 


Viola. 


That  avowal,  Odtavio,  I  willingly  repeat.  Why  fhould  I 
blufh  to  own  my  acquaintance  with  Love,  while  he  is  the  com¬ 
panion  of  Virtue  ? 

Aldobrand,  ( Afide .) 

The  devil  take  her  fine  fentiments  ! 


Octavio. 

Thtis,  then,  let  me  feize  this  charming  hand  !  and  our  good 
friend,  here,  I  am  perfuaded,  will  chearfully  affift  me  in  making 
it  my  own.  [Aldobrand  Jhakes  his  Head .]  <l  What,  you 
“  fay  cNo !’  Perhaps  you  are  not  aware  what  a  fad  old  fellow 
<c  this  guardian  is  :  he  reviles  ecclefiaftical  government  where- 
u  ever  he  goes  ;  and  declares  he  hates  a  prieft  fo  much,  that  he 
<c  is  ready  to  faint  at  the  fight  of  his  habit.  He  fays  it  refem- 
<c  bles  charity,  for  it  is  always  fure  to  cover  a  multitude  of  fins.” 

Viola. 


You  feem  to  be  miftaken  in  the  perfon  to  whom  you  apply, 
Octavio  ? 

Aldobrand,  [Afide.) 

”  1  - 

Moft  curfedly  miftaken,  if  he  knew  all ! 

Octavio. 


As  to  his  fhaking  his  head,  that  is  a  diforder  eafily  cur’d  by 
a  proper  application  to  the  palm  of  the  patient’s  hand  ! 

[ Giving  Money  to  Aldobrand, 

Aldobrand,  [Afide.) 

Egad !  if  I  refufe  money,  he’ll  foon  difcover  me  to  be  no 
churchman.  [ Taking  the  Money . 

■  Octavio. 


Are  you  1  etter,  father  ? — Not  quite  cur’d  •  yet,  eh  r — I  muft 
touch  the  other  hand,  then. — [Giving  him  more  Money .] — Now, 
I’ll  anfwer  for  it,  he’ll  find  himfelf  perfectly  well ! 


Aldobrand,  [Afide.) 
Then  I’ll  e’en  get  off  while  I  am  well ! 

Octavio,  [Stopping  him.) 
Not  fo  fall,  my  good  friend  ! 


[ Going . 


\ 


Enter 
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Enter  Alice;  who  Jlarts  hack  with  feeming  Surprize ,  and 

then  whifpers  Viola. 

Viola,  [Afde  to  Alice.) 

My  guardian,  do  you  fay  ? 

Alice,  {Affetting  AJloni foment 

.  Blefs  me,  what  do  I  fee  !— TTo  what  a  pafs  of  wickednefs  is 
this  world  arrived  ! — Oh,  my  poor  mafter  !  how  he  has  been  im- 
pofed  upon!  And  now,  perhaps,  he’ll  think  me  an  accomplice 
in  the  plot.  I  (hall  run  mad  with  vexation  ! — As  for  you,  Sig¬ 
nora  Viola,  I  lhall  take  care  that  you  (hall  never  fpeak  another 
word  to  that  vile  feducer!  \_Ajide  to  Viola — Tell  him  im¬ 
mediately  how  we  are  circumftanced.] — \_Afideto  Aldo brand, 
while  Viola  whifpers  Octavio — Ah !  my  dear  Sir,  how  lucky 
it  was  for  us  all  that  I  came  in  juft  at  the  moment  I  did !— « 
What  deceit  there  is  in  the  world ! 

Aldobrand,  ( Afide  to  Alice.) 

A  d — n’d  deal,  indeed ! — Alice,  you  muft  take  care  they 
don’t  fufpedt  me. 

Alice. 

\_Afde  to  Aldobrand — Leave  that  to  me,  Sir.]  I  blu(h  for 
you,  Signora  Viola,  to  behave  fo  to  your  guardian! — .And  as  for 

you,  Signor  Odtavio - 

*  1 

Octavio. 

I  fhould  have  been  married  by  this  time,  had  it  not  been 
for  that  piece  of  mock  fandtity,  w  who  dar’d  to  receive  money 
w  for  what  he  never  intended  to  perform.”  But  I’m  refolv’d 
to  take  the  moft  (ignal  revenge ! 

* . .  •  t 

Alice. 

Dear  Sir  !  what  do  you  mean  ?  \Afedt  to  Octavio — Stick 
to  that.]  Blefs  me,  how  your  eyes  roll!  Don’t  be  rafh ! 

Aldobrand,  ( Afde  to  Alice.) 

What  is  to  become  of  me,  Alice  ? 

Alice* 

9 

Surely,  Signor  O&avio,  you  don’t  mean  to  attempt  his  life  ? 

/  .  #  '  1 

Aldobrand,  (Afideto  Al'ice.) 

Hold  your  tongue!  He  wcu’t  think  of  killing  me,  if  you 
don’t  put  him  in  mind  of  it ! 

G  Alice* 


/ 


r 
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Alice. 

•  J  ll  «  I  •  »  *  t 

To  be  fure,  the  poor  gentleman  is  entirely  in  your  power. 
It  would  be  the  eaficll:  thing  in  the  world  to  deftroy  him  with¬ 
out  it’s  being  difcover’d.  You  might  hang  him  in  the  garden, 

or  drown  him  in  the  river — or  {hoot  him - or — let  me 

fee  ! - - 

Aldobrand,  (Afidi  to  Alice :) 

The  devil’s  in  the  wench !— ' You  forget  that  you  are  counfel 
for  the  defendant ! 

.  .A  J  '€*  •  S  V  .  .  ‘  . 

Alice,  ( Afide  to  Aldobrand.) 

It  may  happen  to  the  bed  advocate,  wrho  has  no  retaining 
fee  to  remind  him :  that  is  the  only  anchor  which  can  keep 
him  Ready  to  you. 

Aldobrand,  ( Giving  her  Money.) 

Why,  I  gave  you  one  this  morning !  But  you  feem  foon 

blown  from  your  anchor,  as  you  call  it. 

> 

Alice. 

Confider,  Sir,  what  a  ftorm  w*e  are  in  ! — — 

i 

Octavio. 

It  is  impoflible,  my  dear  Viola!  Not  even  your  entreaties  can 
difarm  my  refentment ! 

Alice. 

What,  Sir  !  not  if  he  agrees  to  marry  you  ? 

Octavio,  [Ajlde.) 

Agrees  to  marry  me  !— What  the  devil  can  fhe  mean  now? 
— <On  that  condition,  indeed  ! - 

Alice. 

Leave  me  to  calm  the  fears  of  the  good  man ! 

Octavio. 

Well,  father,  I  leave  vou  to  your  female  friend.  Eloquence, 
you  know,  is  the  gift  of  the  lex :  I  dare  fay,  Alice  will  periuade 
you  to  iiften  to  the  voice  of  reafon,  though  I  cannot. 

[Exeunt  Octayio  and  Viola. 

Aldobrand. 

Ecrad  !  if  Reafon  fpeaks  through  your  voice,  I  don’t  wonder 
that  fo  few  people  in  the  world  liiten  to  her;  for  the  very  tone 
.  .  of 
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of  it  is  enough  to  throw  one  into  a  quaking  fit ! — A  pretty  fort 
of  an  engagement  you  have  form’d  for  me,  Alice  !  How  the 
devil  am  1  to  fulfil  it  ? 

Alice. 

Why,  Sir,  you  mud  e’en  run  away:  that’s  the  mod  ap¬ 
proved  remedy,  when  a  man  can’t  fulfil  his  engagements ! 


p  (  .  4  J 

Enter  ontano;  who,  feeing  Aldobrand  and  Alice,  retires 

to  the  Back  of  the  Scene. 

.  *  m  4  ^  ' 

cc  Montano,  ( Afide .) 

“  A  confeflion  feene,  as  I  take  it :  I  may  chance  to  profit  by  it.” 

Aldobrand. 

But  then  I  leave  Viola  behind  me  ! 

Alice. 

I’ll  take  care  fhe  fhall  foon  follow  you.  I  can  perfuade  Oc¬ 
tavio  to  any  thing.  You  lee  I  have  gain’d  his  confidence  ! 

Aldobrand. 

Egad!  if  you  have  gain’d  his  confidence,  vou  have  made  a 
pretty  comfortable  addition  to  your  own  dock  ;  for  I  think  he 
has  as  good  a  fhare  as  any  man  I  ever  knew  ! 

Alice, 

I  have  news  to  tell  you  of  your  beloved  Laura  ! - - 

Montano,  [Afide.) 

Elis  beloved  Laura ! 

“  Alice. 

* »  .  / 

“  But  I  fancy,  in  this  jumble  of  paflions,  love  has  funk  to 
<c  the  bottom. 

<c  Aldobrand, 

“  Why,  i’faith,  fear  is  the  oil  of  the  pafiions  :  attempt  to  mix 
“  it  with  whatever  you  will,  it  is  always  lure  to  fwfim  at  top. 

“  Alice.. 

u  Which  proves  that,  with  you,  love  is  weighty ,  and  fear  light . 
tc  But  I  have  to  inform  you,  Sir,  that  Laura  left  this  houfe  on  pre- 
iC  tence  of  illnefs,  and  that  fhe  is  now  at  home,  where  fhe  ex- 
peels  you.” 

Montano,  [Afide.) 

I’m  on  the  rack  ! 

G  2 


Aldoerand. 
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Aldobrand. 

Why,  I — I — Ihould  like  to  vilit  her! — But  are  you  fure 
{han’t  meet  with  another  couple  who  want  to  be  married  ? 

•  Alice. 


My  dear  Signor  Aldobrand,  confider  what  an  opportunity  ! 
I  have  fettled  every  thing  with  Laura’s  maid:  fhe  v. ill  admit 
you  as  a  friar  fent  to  vifit  her  miftrels  by  her  confefTorx  who  is 
indifpofed. 

Montano,  ( Jfide .) 

Diftra&ion ! 

Aldobrand. 

\  i 

To  perfonate  a  confeflbr! — Excellent! — I - 1  will  go, 

Alice  ! 


Alice. 


Then  I  will  flep  into  the  garden,  to  fecure  Odfavio  and 
Viola  in  chat.  You  follow  me  prefently.  [Exit. 

Aldobrand. 


Upon  my  foul,  a  father  confeflbr,  who  has  the  keeping  of  a 
pretty  girl’s  confcience,  leads  a  mighty  agreeable  life  !  The 
pleafure  of  giving  abfolution  mull  be  fo  great,  that,  like  a  fkiltul 
phyfician  who  deiights  in  being  conftantly  employed,  one  might 
be  tempted  now  and  then  to  make  a  flaw  in  a  patient’s  confti- 
tuticn,  for  the  fatisfa&ion  of  performing  the  cure  ! 

Montano,  [coming  forward^  and  drawing  bis  Sabre.) 

Stop,  doblcr  ! 

Aldobrand. 


Ah,  good  Signor  !  what  would  you  have?  Do  you  wifh  to 
be  married! — Spare  my  life,  and  command  my  fervices  ! 

Montano. 

/ 

Signor  Aldobrand,  I  have  overheard  the  whole  of  your 
pious  converfation ;  and  am  fo  much  edified  by  it,*  that  I  am 
refolv’d  to  quit  the  turban,  and  afiume  the  religious  habit 
which  you  wear  ! — Yes,  I  am  determined  to  try  the  virtues  of 
that  magic  garment,  which  can  blind  the  eyes  of  a  line  woman 
to  age  and  infirmity;  for,  furely,  without  fuch  afliftance,  you 
could  never  have  prefumed  to  think  of  gallantry! 

Aldobrand, 

I  don’t  know  that ! 

“  Montano. 

II  Can  that  {hrivcll’d  countenance,  and  thofe  tottering  limbs, 
u  be  form’d  for  fedu&ion? 

“Aldobrand.” 
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<c  Aldobrand.” 

There  Is  no  fix’d  ftandard  for  beauty :  and  ladies  often  dif¬ 
fer  in  their  taftes ! 

Montano. 

We’ll  fettle  that  point  another  time.  In  the  mean  while, 
we  muff  exchange  drefies;  you  fhall  have  my  veil  and  turban, 
in  return  for  your  difguife  of  holinefs! 

Aldoerand. 

Turn  Mahometan  ! 

Montano. 


Men  of  true  piety,  like  you,  never  regard  externals.  Come, 
uncafe,  my  old  Adonis  !  No  more  words  to  the  bargain. 

Aldobrand. 

Upon  my  foul,  ’tis  a  devililh  hard  bargairr! 

[They  exchange  DreJJes. 

Montano. 

Now,  then,Diffimulation  affift  me  to  avenge  the  caufe  of  an 
injur’d  lover/and  puniih  the  loft  and  guilty  Laura! — Signor 
Aldobrand,  one  ferious  word  before  we  part! 

Aldobrand. 

One  fericus  word! — Why  then,  perhaps,  you  have  hitherto 
been  in  jeft  ? 

Montano. 

i 

Dare  not,  as  you  regard  your  life,  to  follow  me;  nor  to  dis¬ 
cover  whither  I  am  going  !  And  fo,  adieu  !  [Exit, 

Aldobrand. 


Good  bye  to  ye  ! - Heigho !  a  pretty  metamorphofis! 

[Looking  at  himfoif, !]  I  am  made  a  mere  peg,  to  hang  calt-ofF 
cloaths  on  !  A  child’s  doll,  drefs’d  and  undrefs’d  ten  times  in  a 
day!  I  fuppofe  i  fhall  keep  my  Algerine  drefs  no  longer  than  till 
fomebody  elfe  takes  a  fancy  to  it ! — Oh,  here  comes  one  of  the 
footmen  !  I  may  as  well  begin  to  ftrip,  fori  dare  fay  I  muftput 
on  his  livery. 

Enter  Servant. 

%  *  * 

Servant. 

Signor  Montano,  my  mafter  begs  you  will  conceal  yourfclf 
immediately.  The  officers  of  juftice  are  in  queft  of  you.  He 
fufpects  foul  play,  as  they  are  fent  hither  by  Aldobrand,  who  was 
feen  here juft.now  difguifed  as  a  friar. 

Aldobrand, 


Aldobrand,  ( Af:de .) 

So  !  I  have  iffiued  a  warrant  to  apprehend  myfeif ! 

Servant. 

Hark!  the  officers  are  forcing  their  way  in;  and  my  mailer 
and  his  followers  are  defending  the  entrance  with  their  fwords! 

[Exit. 

m  Aldoerand. 

All!  ’tis  all  over  with  me  !  Here  am  I,  in  my  rival’s  houfe, 
with  another  man’s  cloaths  on  my  back;  having  loft  my  cha¬ 
racter,  my  wife,  my  miff  refs,  and  almoff  loft  myfeif!  I  am  an 
actual  numeration- table  of  Ioffes ;  they  rife  upon  me  by  tens, 
hundreds, and  thoufands. — And  here  come  more  plagues  !  How 
the  devil  fhall  I  manage  to  conceal  myfeif  !  Egad,  I’ll  flip  down 

this  flair-cafe!  [Exit. 

%  *  •  •***-.  *  . 

Enter  Octavio  and  Viola. 

•  t  ■  ;  5  i  .*»  tV  .  .  . 

Octavio. 

Caff  away  your  fcruples,  my  love  !  and  rely  upon  me. 

AIR.’ 

*'  M  V  .y  ‘  l  ,  .  .  . 

By  that  eloquent  language  which  fpeaks  in  the  eyes  ; 

By  the  ardour  which  breathes  in  the  lover’s  fad  fighs, 

As  in  abfence  the  namelefs  foft  wifhes  arife ; 

I  pr’ythee  now  hear  me,  my  deareff  ! 

.By  thofe  fond,  anxious  doubts,  which  all  lovers  muff  feel,  , 
Which,  altho’  foqne  few  moments  of  biifs  they  may  ffeal, 

Yet  fan  love’s  pure  flame,  and  ft  ill  wound  but  to  -heal ; 

I  pr’ythee  now  hear  me,  my  deareff ! 

By  our  hopes,  when  the  moment  of  meeting  is  nigh; 

When  affedf ion  no  longer  can  pardon  deny; 

Hopes  which  live  in  a  look,  in  a  word,  in  a  figh  ; 

I  pr’ythee  now  hear  me,  my  deareff ! 

By  rny  pafiion,  for  which  words,  alas  !  arc  too  weak  ; 

By  that  love-dawning  blufii  which  now  glows  on  your  cheek. 
And  fo  kindly  avows  what  your  tongue  will  not  lpeak ; 

I  pr’ythce  now  hear  me,  my  deareff  ! 

.Make  ypurfelf  perfectly  eafy,  my  dear  Viola  F  Montano  will 
protect  you.  I  thought  he  was  here:  but  I  know  the  agonies  of 
his  mpd  drive  him  from  fociety,  to  f>;ek  relief  in  folitude, 

*”  Ei\Ur  Alice. 

Alice  I  where  is  the  Algerine  captain  ? 


Alice. 
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-  f  I 

•  .  Alice. 

Algerine  captain! — Oh,  you  mean  the  man  with  the  turban, 
whom  I  met  juft  now  dealing  down  the  dark  private  {fair-cafe 
which  leads  to  the  garden,  with  his  hands  before  his  face,  like 
a  ililky  child  endeavouring  to  efcape  a  whipping  !  There  is  no 
fear  of  your  lofing  him,  Sir,  except  he  can  creep  through  the 
key-hole;  for  I  lock’d  the  door  as  I  came  up,  and  put  the  key 
in  my  pocket,  to  prevent  old  Aldobrand’s  furprizing  us. 

4  •  1  ' 

Enter  Aldobrand,  behind . 

Aldoerand,  {Afide.) 

The  door  is  fall,  fure  enough  ! — I  mull  try  t’other  fide,  as 
foon  as  the  coaft  is  clear  ! 

Octavio. 

That  gentleman  whom  you  met  in  the  Algerine  drefs  is  a 
native  of  this  city;  “  and  unfortunately  attach’d  to  Signora 
“  Laura. 

“  Aldobrand,  ( Afide .) 

u  The  devil !  then  I  am  difcover’d!” 

Octavio. 

His  name  is  Montano. 

*  v  .  ■ 

Aldobrand,  ( Afide ,  and JU filing  a  Laugh.) 

That’s  very  well,  i’faith  ! 

Octavio. 

I  have  the  ftrongefl  reliance  on  his  friendfhip. 

Aldobrand,  {Afide.)  v  * 

He  little  thinks  that  my  appearance  of  friendfhip  is  like  feme 
other  friendfhips — a  mere  difguife,  which  I  {hall  throw  oiF  as 
foon  as  convenient. 

Octavio.  * 

In  a  word,  I  will  entruft  Viola  to  his  care,  while  I  {fay  t® 
face  the  expedfed  {form. 

u  Alice. 

u  Shall  I  run  and  fetch  him,  Sir  ? 

“  Octavio. 

cc  It  is  by  no  means  necehary:  at  this  unfortunate  moment, 
w  my  converfation  would  ferve  only  to  diffrefs  him. 

“  Aldobrand. 

' 
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“  Aldobrand,  ( Afide .) 
a  It  would,  indeed,  mofl  plaguily! 

u  Octavio. 

•  Ha 

<c  Only  beg  him  to  accompany  Viola  to  my  houfc  by  the 
<c  river-fide.  Two  trufty  fervants  will  attend  him. 

“  Viola. 

K  Surely,  Odlavio,  I  fhould  be  fafer  under  this  roof? 

cc  Octavio. 

* 

cc  No,  my  charmer!  Montano  will  conduct  you  to  a  more 
u  agreeable  afylum;  to  a  place  which,  I  hope,  my  Viola  will 
<c  fhortly  call  her  home. 

Aldobrand,  {Afide.) 

<c  Yes,  egad !  I’ll  take  care  fhe  fhall  foon  find  herfelf  at 
<c  home!  ,  • 

tc  Octavio. 

<c  Oh,  Montano  !  I  commit  my  exiftence  into  your  hands !” 

, _ Yell  him,  my  dear  Alice,  to  watch  over  her  as  if  fhe  were 

the  darling  of  his  own  foul.  I  know  he  will  with  pleafare 
receive  the  precious  pledge  from  me. 

Aldobrand,  [Afide.) 

With  great  pleafure,  indeed  !  “  And,  I  fancy,  when  once  I 
V  get  the  precious  pledge  in  my  pofleffion,  you  will  find  it  no 
«  eafy  matter  to  redeem  it. — But  I  muft  retreat  to  my  hiding- 

w  place.” 

Octavio. 

i  i  v  , 

We  have  no  time  to  lofe,  my  love  !  Give  your  hand  to  m f 
friend,  and  your  guardian ! 

Aldoitrand,  [Afide.) 

Ha!  ha!  ha!  [Exit. 

Viola. 

i 

But  confider,  your  friend  is  unknown  to  me.  I  never  even 
faw  him. — Oh,  Oftavio  !  I  have  a  thoufand  fears  ! 

Octavio. 

Difpel  them  all,  my  love  !  Our  conftancy  will  render  us  in¬ 
vulnerable  to  the  attacks  of  fortune. 


TRIO, 
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TRIO. 

Abfence,  all  ills  denouncing, 

A  fond  adieu  pronouncing, 

We  part — all  joy  renouncing 
Until  vve  meet  again. 

Yet,  while  thefe  ills  enduring. 

See  Hope,  with  fmiles  alluring, 

(Bleft  fmiles  !  all  forrow  curing) 

Still  points  to  Hymen’s  chain. 

v  CATCH.  , 

*  How  great  is  the  pleafure,  how  fweet  the  delight,* 
When  Love’s  filken  bands  willing  captives  unite ! 
Well  pleas’d  in  their  bondage,  his  vot’ries  remain, 
And,  proud  of  fubje&ion,  exult  in  his  chain: 

Oh,  Love  !  how  blifsful’s  thy  meed ! 

The  pray’r  of  thy  vot’ries  is — ne’er  to  be  freed. 
c  How  great  is  the  pleafure,  how  fweet  the  delight,’ 
When  Love’s  filken  bands  willing  captives  unite ! 


END  OF  THE  SECOND  ACT. 
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ACT  III. 

1  '  ( 

SCENE,  Laura’s  Houfe . 

Laura  and  Rosa. 

Laura. 

INDEED,  Rofa,  my  mind  is  too  feverely  wounded  by  this 
dreadful  news  of  Montano. 

AIR.  , 

Thou  art  gone  away  from  me,  my  love  ! 

Long  fhall  I  rue  that  lucklefs  day, 

When  thou  wert  torn  from  me,  my  love. 

Did  but  thy  heart  remain  the  fame, 

As  when  it  left  this  Ihore,  my  love  ! 

Alas  !  it  owns  another  flame ; 

Of  me  thou  think’ll:  no  more,  my  love. 

With  jealous  pangs  my  bofom  torn, 

I  wilh  that  fair  of  thine,  my  love; 

That  fatal  fair  !  may  treat  with  fcorn 
Thofe  vows  which  once  were  mine,  my  love! 

But,  ah  !  how  lharp  Love’s  venom’d  fteel; 

Inconftant  tho’  thou  be,  my  love, 

Ah  !  may’ll:  thou  never,  never  feel. 

What  Laura  feels  for  thee,  my  love  ! 

■  / 

I  cannot  muder  up  fpirits  enough  to  execute  your  fcheme, 

“  Rosa.  . 

(C  But  confider,  my  dear  Madam,  it  is  the  only  means  by 
u  which  I  can  fave  myfelf  from  the  fury  of  this  mad  Algerine.” 

Laura. 

How  can  you  alk  me  at  this  time,  when  my  heart  is  fo  fen- 
iibly  touch’d  ? 

Rosa. 

Well,  Madam  !  and  do  not  I  run  the  rifque  of  having  my 
heart  fenfibly  touch'd  by  the  point  of  a  fmall-fword  !  Let  me  tell 
you,  that  is  much  the  word  touch  of  the  two.  I  repeat  to  you. 
Madam,  that  old  rogue  Aldobrand  has  let  Ibrahim  efcape; 
and,  while  he  is  at  liberty,  I  dare  hot  venture  abroad, 

r  '  Laura. 
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Laura.  * 

And  fo  you  would  really  wifti  me  to  receive  this  odious  vifit 
from  Aldobrand - 

Rosa. 

That  I  may  furprize  him  with  you,  and  work  on  the  fears  of 
the  old  wretch,  to  make  him  fecure  Ibrahim. 

Laura. 

I  don’t  like  vour  fcheme,  Rofa.  There  is  an  indelicacy  in 
fubje&ine;  my  ears  to  be  offended  with  the  mention  of  an  illicit 
paffion. 

Rosa. 

i  t  i 

There  might  be,  I  grant  you,  from  the  lips  of  a  youthful  gal¬ 
lant,  like  Ibrahim;  “  in  whofe  breaft  the  paffion  glows  hotenough 
“  to  fcorch  the  reputation  of  every  female  who  expofes  herfelf 
“  to  it’s  influence but,  as  for  poor  old  Aldobrand — Lord, 
Ma’am!  in  him  it  is  the  mere  Aurora  Borealis  of  love  ;  a  few 
ftraggling  faint  rays  from  the  fun  that  is  fet,  which  vanifh  al- 
moff  as  foon  as  they  are  feen,  and  have  only  the  appearance  of 
heat  without  the  reality! — To  give  me  a  fair  occafion  for  com¬ 
ing  into  the  room,  you  muff:  fcream  out;  upon  which  I  rulhin, 
and - But  who  have  we  here  ? 


Enter  Firelock. 
Firelock. 


My  abrupt  vifit  will  apologize  for  itfelf,  Sir,  when  I  tell  you 
that  I  come  to  offer  you  my  fervices  in  aflifting  to  pitnifh  Aldo¬ 
brand,  who  is  now  entering  your  houfe  difguis’d  as  a  friar. 


9 

Laura,  ( Afide  to  Rosa.) 
Heavens,  Rofa !  how  could  he  have  difcover’ 


Firelock. 


Do  not  be  furprized:  I  was  inform’d  of  the  whole  affair  by  a 
very  pretty  girl  at  Signor  O&avio’s. 

Rosa,  [To  Laura.) 

He  means  Alice. 

Firelock. 

The  fame,  Sir !  She  order’d  me  to  engage  in  your  fervice ;  and 
I  would  no  more  difobey  the  commands  of  Beauty  than  the  ar¬ 
ticles  of  war. 

H  2  Laura. 


i 
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Laura. 

Ha !  ha  !  ha  !— -Perhaps  you  have  expectations  of  reward  from 
your  fair  employer  ? 

Firelock. 

i  #  j  -  r  ~ 

Why,  look  ye,  Madam !  Lo\te  and  Honour  have  ever  been  my 
commanding  officers ;  and  I  fhould  not  deferve  the  name  of 
their  foldier,  if  I  wanted  the  inducement  of  reward  to  do  my 
duty. 

Laura. 

You  have  been  bred  a  foldier,  I  prefume  ? 

Firelock. 

No,  Madam  ;  I  once  had  a  pretty  fnug  little  eftate,  which 
my  wife  and  my  friends  obligingly  help’d  me  foon  to  get  rid  of: 
fo,  as  I  was  too  honed,  or  too  proud,  to  live  by  the  fame  means 
as  many  of  my  neighbours,  I  paid  my  debts,  as  far  as  I  could, 
and  took  up  a  brov/n  mufquet.  The  expectation  of  happier 
days  has  fupported  me  through  all  my  misfortunes,  and  the  an¬ 
ticipation  of  focial  mirth  has  fmiled  on  me  even  in  the  hour  of 
battle. 

A  I  R. 

Fir’d  with  ardour  to  engage, 

The  foldier  dares  the  battle’s  rage  ! 

When  groans,  which  fhall  be  heard  no  more, 

Echo  to  the  cannon’s  roar  ; 

When  the  Hying  ranks  are  broke, 

And  all  is  loft  in  clouds  of  fmoke ; 

Death  ftalks  triumphant  o’er  the  field, 

On  every  fide  the  vanquifh’d  yield, 

And  fainting  victors  fcarcely  live 
Their  dear-bought  laurels  to  receive  ! 

Still  he  bleffes  the  hours  when,  banifhing  care, 

He  fhall  triumph  again  in  the  fmiles  of  the  fair; 

When  wine,  wit,  and  mirth,  fhall  Love’s  pleafures  increafc, 

And  his  laurels  fhall  bloom  with  the  olive  of  peace. 

Rosa. 

Here  comes  Aldobrand,  I  vow  ! — We  muft  leave  you. 

Laura. 

Let  me  accompany  you ;  for  I  muft  have  a  few  moments  to 
prepare  myfclf  for  the  meeting.  [Exeunt.  . 

Enter 
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Enter,  Montano  in  the  Friar's  Habit,  with  a  Servant. 

Servant. 

If  you’ll  fit  down  a  moment,  my  good  father.  I’ll  acquaint 
Signora  Laura  that  you  are  here.  „  -  [ Exit, 

Montano. 

t 

To  what  a  dilemma  have  my  ill  fhrs  reduc’d  me.  My  er¬ 
rand  here  if  to  tempt  that  virtue  which  I  hope  to  find  fuperior 
to  temptation.  cc  I  mutt  engage  in  a  conflict  where  I  dread 
“  to  obtain  the  victory.  If  the  refills  my  importunities  as 
u  Ibrahim,  it  will  at  lead  afford  me  a  fatisfadtion  to  find  that, 
“  though  falfe  to  love,  fhe  is  yet  true  to  virtue.”  But  fhe 
comes. 

Enter  Laura. 

Laura. 

Perhaps,  Signor  Aldobrand,  you  are  not  a  little  furpriz’d  at 
my  confenting  to  this  interview? - 

Montano,  ( Afide . ) 

’Sdeath  !  then  fhe  has  really  expected  Aldobrand ! 

“  Laura. 

cc  I  can  venture  to  allure  you,  however,  that  my  motives  for 
*c  it  are  very  different  from  what  you  may  imagine.  I  hope 
<c  you  will  not  mifinterpret  my  conduct.  * 

“  Montano,  ( Afide .) 

tc  No,  it  feems  to  fpeak  pretty  plainly  for  itfelf !” 

Laura. 

I  rely  entirely  on  your  diferetion. 

Montano,  ( Afide .) 

So  it  appears. — Alas!  fhe  don’t  feem  to  have  made  any  ufe 
of  her  own,  indeed  ! 

Laura, 

What  can  occafion  his  filence  ?  I  am  in  a  mofl  aukward  fi~ 

tuation  ! - A — a — Sir,  I  underftood  that  you  had  fomething  of 

a  particular  nature  to  communicate.  [  Afide — I  hope  Rofa  will 
be  at  hand  to  relieve  me!] 

“  Montano,  ( Afide .) 

<c  Perhaps  fhe  apprehends  an  interruption  from  her  hufband* 

and  means  that  I  fhould  fatten  the  door.  [Going  to  the  Door, 

•  ''  .  - 

u  Laura, 
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tc  Laura,  [Stopping  him.) 

u  That  is  not  at  all  neceffary :  you  may — you  may  venture 
£c  to  declare  your  fentiments  to  me  freely. 

cc  Montano,  [Afide.) 

<c  This  is  taking  effectual  care  that  I  fhan’t  mifmtcrpret 
<c  her,  indeed  !  I  Ihall  never  be  able  to  contain  myfelf !” 

Rosa,  [Peeping.) 

I  hear  no  fereaming  yet :  I  fancy  Laura  has  no  reafon  to  com¬ 
plain  of  the  violence  of  the  old  gentleman’s  paffions.  [ Retires . 

Laura. 

You  are  IJill  filent,  Signor  Aldobrand  !  [ Afide — What  the 
deuce  can  be  the  matter  with  themanr] — [Montano  kijfcs  her 
Hand .] — Hold,  Sir  !  this  freedom  is  too  much  !  Can  this  be 
the  wife,  prudent,  and  difereet  Aldobrand  ? 

Montano,  ( Throwing  open  his  Friar's  Habit.) 

No,  Madam  !  ’tis  the  fond,  the  faithful  Ibrahim  ! 

Laura. 

Ah  !  I  am  betray’d;  and  am  fallen  a  vidtim  to  my  own  im¬ 
prudence  !  [ Breaks  from  him ,  and  exit.  At  the  Moment  Rosa 

enters  on  the  oppoftte  Side ,  Montano  wraps  himfclf  up  in  his 
Difguife. 

Rosa. 

Your  fervant,  good  Signor  Aldobrand!  I  have  caught  you  at 
laft.  <c  Poffibly  you  have  affum’d  this  difguife  in  order  to  give 
<c  Laura  fome  intelligence  of  Ibrahim  ? 

cc  Montano,  [Afide.) 

cc  He  little  thinks  that  he  is  fo  near  the  truth. 

cc  Rosa. 

<c  Or  very  likely  you  have  refolved  to  make  love  in  mafque- 
cc  rade,  as  it  might  not  be  quite  convenient  to  appear  in  your 
“  own  perfon  ? 

<e  Montano,  [Afide.) 

“  Right  again !  The  man  has  an  admirable  knack  at  guefling* 

“  Rosa. 

.  u  You  fee  I  am  not  ignorant  of  the  perfon  whom  that  dif- 
M  guife  conceals,  nor  of  the  purpofe  for  which  it  was  affum’d, 

“  Montano, 
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“  Montano,  ( Afide .) 

u  I’ faith,  I  rather  perceive  you  are  ignorant  of  it,  by  your 
*«  bullying  in  fo  high  a  ftile.” 

Rosa. 

I  find  the  Algerine  is  not  yet  taken  :  that  rogue  who  was  to 
be  hang’d,  drown’d,  flay’d,  and  carbonaded  !  You  have  let  him 
efcape,  after  all  your  promifes  to  imprifon  him  in  fpite  of  law 
or  equity. 

Montano,  ( Afide .) 

A  pretty  hair’s-breadth  efcape  I  have  had! 

Rosa. 

But  you  have  been  bribed  :  I  doubt  not  that  you  are  intcreftcd 
in  his  being  at  liberty  ? 

Montano,  ( Afide .) 

Rather  fo,  indeed  !  , 

Rosa. 

And  I  am  to  be  affaffinated  by  him!  I  dare  fay,  I  am  be¬ 
trayed  !  and  that,  at  this  moment,  he  knows  that  you  ifTued  the 
order  for  apprehending  him  at  my  requeft  ? 

Montano,  ( Afide .) 

Not  till  this  moment  did  he  know  it,  good  Signor  Lucilio  ! 

Rosa. 

Not  that  I  fear  the  arm  of  the  haughty  Moor,  could  I  but 
meet  him  face  to  face.  I  only  dread  left,  lurking  under  feme 
difguife,  he  may  attack  me  at  a  moment  when  I  am  not  prepar’d; 
for  I  fancy  my  courage  was  never  yet  brought  in  difpute . 

Montano,  ( Afide .) 

I  dare  believe  not ;  there  can  be  but  one  opinion  of  it ! 

Rosa. 

But  not  even  the  abjedt  filence  which  guilt  impofes  on  your 
tongue  fhall  fave  you  from  my  juft  revenge! — -I  have  a  very  cu¬ 
rious  piece  offteel  here  !  [Drawing  her  Sword . 

Enter  Firelock  behind. 

Montano. 

And  I  believe  I  have  juft  fuch  another  ! 

[Draws,  and  dif covers  himfelf. 

Firelock. 
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Firelock. 

And  here’s  a  third,  which  I’ll  match  with  either  of  them ! 

Rosa. 

/  Ibrahim ! 

Firelock. 

^  r  %  ** 

My  friend,  the  Algerine  captain,  fighting  in  ambufcade! 

-  *  > 

Montano. 

The  fame. — But  perhaps,  Signor  Lucilio,  this  is  one  of  your 
unprepar’d  moments  ? 

Rosa. 


I — I — am  not  yet  prepar’d  for  you,  indeed,  Sir! — You — you 
are  fafe. — [ Putting  up  her  Sword.] — -Aldobrand  muft  be  the  nrfl 
viclim  of  my  vengeance! 

Montano. 

Pitiful  boy!  draw  inftantly  !  Are  thefe  the  evafions— 

Rosa. 


I  am  not  to  be  frighten’d,  Sir! — I — I  fhall  not  fight  at  pre¬ 
fect  !  True  courage,  Sir,  like  mine — always  calm* — always 
calm,  I  fay — and  intrepid,  looks  down,  Sir,  with  contempt,  on 
the  impotent  attacks  of — of. — of  malice — and — and,  in  fhort, 
Sir — I — I  fhall  find  another  time  to  fee  you!  [Exit, 

Firelock. 


I  am  not  forry  he  has  efcap’d  you  :  fuch  a  conqueft  would 
have  difgraced  your  fword. 

Montano. 


And  this  is  the  being  for  whom  Laura  has  quitted  me  !  But 
I’ll  think  no  more  of  it ! — Ere  I  quit  Florence  for  ever,  the  vil¬ 
lainy  of  this  Aldobrand,  in  perverting  the  laws  to  his  unworthy 
purpofes,  fhall  be  punifhed.  He  is  a  traitor  to  his  country,  who 
tamely  beholds  her  laws  and  liberties  invaded,  either  by  the  af- 
fafii n  hand  of  knavery,  or  the  bolder  attacks  of  tyranny. 


A  I  R. 


Accurs’d  the  wretch,  whofe  coward  foul, 

Aw’d  by  Oppreflion’s  guilty  hand, 

Dares  not  the  lawlefs  power  controul, 

Which  drives  fair  Freedom  from  the  land  ; 

Who, 


v 


Who,  deaf  to  Honour’s  call  fublime, 

Tamely  to  tyranny  fubmits, 

Becomes  th’  accomplice  in  the  crime, 

And  (hares  the  treafon  he  permits  !  [Exit, 

S  C  E  N  F,  Aldobrand’s  Houfe . 

Montano's  Algerine  Habit  and  Turban  lying  on  a  Chair. 

Enter  Viola. 

V 1  o  l  a  . 

Alas,  how  fuddenlv  have  I  been  awaken’d  from  my  dream  of 
blifs  !  How  unexpected  the  rcvcrfe!  But  a  moment  ago,  I 
feem’d  to  be  treading  the  paths  of  happinefs,  and  whither  have 
they  led  me  !  Yet  does  not  Hope  defert  me  :  I  will  carefs  the 
kind  gued;  and,  like  a  drowning  wretch,  {till  continue  to  clafp 
him  while  I  feem  to  be  irrecoverably  finking  ! 

A  I  R. 

Thus  we  view  the  treach’rous  morning 

w 

With  falfe  imiles  the  hills  adorning; 

Tho’  of  ilorms  they  give  no  warning, 

Yet  no  fooner  feen  than  gone: 

Still,  while  clouds  on  clouds  impelling, 

The  dorm  drives  on,  with  ruin  dwelling. 

Fancy,  every  cloud  difpelling, 

Faints  to-morrow’s  happy  dawn. 


Enter  Aldoerand  and  Alice. 

Aldobrand. 

-Once  more  I  bid  you  welcome  heme,  my  young  Madam  !• — * 
Whv,  you  made  but  a  fhort  vidt  to  your  lover  ! — Egad!  he 
and  1  have  been  playing  the  Englilh  game  of  cricket  with  you  : 
I  bowl  you  at  him,  he  bats  you  back  again  to  me;  vou  come 
plump  into  my  hands,  fo  he  is  caught  out,  and  there  is  an  end 
of  the  game! — Go  to  your  chamber,  and  dudy  the  charms  of 
retirement.  [Exit  Viola. 

Alice. 

Well,  Sir,  I  am  quite  impatient  to  hear  your  fuccefs  with 
Laura  ? 

Aldoerand. 

[. Afule — Ah,  the  cockatrice! — But  I’ll  diflemblc.] — Don’t 
mention  her,  Alice  :  I  have  had  enough  of  gallantry  ;  the  very 
name  is  poifon  to  my  ears — a  pidol  to  my  head — a  dagger  to 

my  bread! — 

^  I  /  Enter 
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Enter  Fabio. 

Fabio. 

Signora  Laura  is  below. 

o 

Aldobrand. 

Indeed’ — Why — why — there  is  great  condefcenfion  inber  vL 
iiting  me. — I’ll  wait  on  her! 

Alice. 

% 

What,  Sir !  would  you  put  the  Reel  to  your  bread  ? 

Aldobrand. 

Ah,  Alice  !  if  it  be  deel,  it  is  certainly  touched  with  a 
ioadftone;  for  I  am  irrefidibly  drawn  to  it,  though  I  dread  It’s 

point.  [ Exeunt  Aldobrand  and  Fabio. 

* 

Alice. 

Poor  Viola!  thus  to  be  awakened  in  a  fright  from  her  dream 
of  happinefs! — But  I’ll  affid  her  to  fit  the  old  dotard,  yet! — 

Enter  Montano  in  the  Friar's  Habit . 

Blefs  me,  Signor  Aldobrand!  can  I  believe  my  eyes  ?  Why,  I 
parted  with  you  but  this  moment,  and  now  I  fee  you  in  the  very 
drefs - 

Montano,  ( Discovering  himfelf.) 

Which  was  intended  as  Aldobrand’s  paiTport  to  Laura  ! — I 
have  done  with  it,  my  dear,  and  am  come  for  my  own  cloaths! 

[  Throws  ajide  the  Friar  s  Drefs ,  and  puts  on  the  Durban ,  &c. 

Alice. 

Are  not  you  the  Algerine  captain  who  behaved  fo  kindly  to 
the  poor  Haves  ? — I  am  fure  you  mud  be  a  gocd  Chridian  in  your 
heart!  [Montano  retires  while  Aldobrand  enters, 

Aldobrand. 

Alice,  give  orders  that  my  doors  be  indantly  fhut  againd 
that  ruffian  Ibrahim! — Here  is  poor  Lucilio  come  to  claim  my 
protection:  he  and  Laura  are  afraid  to  trud  themfeives  in  their 
own  houfe. — That  fellow  is  born  to  be  the  plague  of  my  life  j 
wherever  I  go,  I  am  fure  to  meet  him! 

Montano,  ( Co  mi  ng  forward. ) 

I  underdand  that  you  have  ifiucd  an  order  to  apprehend  me, 
eood  Signor? 

Alice,  ( Aftde .) 

I  hope  the  captain  will  give  him  a  found  beating! — I’ll  go  and 
keep  the  fervants  out  of  hearing.  [Exit. 

Montano. 

I  mean  to  furrender  mylelf  to  Judice,  if  neceflary;  but  I  fear, 
though  you  call  yourfelf  her  representative,  you  do  not  fpeak  the 

voice 
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voice  of  your  conftituent ;  but  are  like  a  bad  inn,  which  pro- 
mifes  good  accommodation  on  its  iign,  while  there  is  nothing 
but  extortion  within !  . .  - 

Aldobrand. 

How  dare  you  thus  affront  a  magiftrate  ? 

'Montano. 

Mifcreant !  do  not  rouze  my  anger  !  or,  by  all  your  villanies, 
I  fwear - 

Aldobrand. 

Help !  help ! 

Enter  Rosa. 

Montano. 

But  I  beg  pardon  !  your  life  is  that  gentleman’s  property; 
he  has  fworn  to  difpatch  ysz^before  he  fights  me, 

Aldobrand. 

I’ll  give  up  my  turn,  with  all  my  foul ! 

Rosa. 

Signor  Aldobrand,  pay  no  attention  to  the  idle  dreams  of  a 
madman. 

Montano. 

Well,  if  you  will  have  them  dreams,  I  dreamt  that,  under  this 
difguife — [ Taking  up  the  Friar's  Drefs.'] — I  believe  we  are  all 
three  acquainted  with  it — under  this  difguife,  I  fay,  the  feducing, 
gallant  Aldobrand,  meant  to  attempt  the  chaflity  of  that  gen¬ 
tleman’s  wife 

Rosa,  [Angrily.) 

How,  Signor  Aldobrand ! 

Montano. 

And  that  the  brave  and  noble  Lucilio,  conniving  at  the  de- 
figns  of  this  youthful  ravifher,  lay  in  wait  for  him,  to  take  ad¬ 
vantage  of  his  cowardice. 

Aldobrand. 

How,  Signor  Lucilio ! — And  who  the  devil  told  you  all  this  ? 

Montano.. 

There  is  my  author ;  who,  alfo,  while  I  was  difguis’d  as  a 
friar,  informed  me  of  your  kind  intention,  not  only  to  imprifon, 
but  to  hang,  drown,  flay,  and  carbonade  me! — I  think  thole  were 
your  words,  Signor  Aldobrand  ? — I  make  no  ceremony,  gentle¬ 
men,  in  acquainting  you  with  each  other’s  rafeality!  1  am  per- 
fuaded  you  are  both  too  much  of  the  poltroon,  for  me  to  appre¬ 
hend  anybloodfhed  between  you. 

Aldobrand. 

Very  pretty,  upon  my  foul ! — They  feem  to  be  excellent  com¬ 
pany,  fo  I’ll  e’en  leave  them  together.  [Exit. 

I  2  Rosa. 
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Rosa. 

Yes,  yes,  I  fhall  remember  this! — But  I  mull  keep  down 
my  paflion. 

A  I  R. 


Good  Sir,  in  vain  you  bend  your  brow. 
And  look  lb  queer,  1  know  not  how. 
And  let  your  arms  a-kimbo : 

My  laughter  you  provoke  3 
Ha  !  n2  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

So  pleafant  is  the  joke. 

If,  Sir,  I  chofe  to  try  my  fkill, 

Of  fencing  foon  you’d  have  your  fill} 
But,  mighty  Signor  Whilkers, 
With  you  i  won’t  engage  : 

Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

A  fig  for  all  your  rage  ! 


Nay,  pr’ythee,' friend,  don’t  draw  your  fword; 
1  lhan’t  draw  mine,  upon  my  word ! 

Nor  could  I  fight  for  laughing, 

Were  I  to  look  at  you : 

Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

And  fo,  fweet  Sir,  adieu ! 


Montano  goings  meets  Octavio. 

Octavio. 

My  friend,  my  Montano  !  how  happy  your  prelence  makes 
me ! — Then  my  Viola  is  fafe  ; — My  vifit  here,  at  this  time,  will 
prevent  Aldobrand’s  fulpecting  the  fcheme  by  which  he  is  de¬ 
priv’d  of  his  prey - 

Montano,  ( Afide .) 

He  mull  mean  my  perfonating  Aldobrand  at  Laura’s  !  Hovp 
could  it  have  reach’d  his  ears  ? 

Octavio. 

Tell  me,  Montano,  how  did  Ihe  look?  what  did  Ihe  fay? 
Relate  every  circumftance  ? 

Montano. 

Why,  when  I  firll  entered  the  houfe,  Ihe  took  me  for  Alda- 
brand. 

Octavio. 

Took  you  for  Aldobrand1 — Ha!  ha  !  ha!  A  ridiculous  mis¬ 
take  !  and  no  great  compliment  to  you,  neither  ! — Well,  did 
Ihe  not  often  call  upon  Odlavio  ? 

Montano- 

*•  ♦  •  •  *  *  *  • 
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Montano. 

No,  {he  never  mention’d  your  name. 

Octavio. 

That’s  ftrange ! 

Montano. 

Her  tongue  faltering  with  confcious  guilt - 

Octavio. 

Confcious  guilt !  What  a  ftrange  phrafe  for  the  amiable  ti¬ 
midity  of  the  lex  ! — But  proceed. 

Montano. 

Juft  as  I  caught  her  in  my  arms - - 

Octavio. 

What! 

Montano. 

Her  hufband  rufh’d  into  the  room,  and  furpriz’d  us. 

Octavio. 

Her  hufband  ! — What  hufband  ? — I  talk  to  you  of  my  Viola; 
the  lovely  charge  whom  I  entrufted  to  you  not  two  hours  ago, 

Montano. 

Viola  entrufted  to  me  ! — Why,  my  dear  friend,  either  you 
or  I  muft  have  loft  our  wits,  for  I  don’t  reeolledi  that  I  ever  favv 
the  lady  in  my  life, 

Octavio, 

I  am  in  torment  ! — Oh,  Viola! 

0 

Enter  Regnalto,  haftily , 

Regnalto. 

She  is  now  in  the  houfe  :  Alice,  by  your  own  orders,  gave  her 
into  the  hands  of  Aldobrand;  who,  by  fome  unaccountable  ac¬ 
cident,  was  drefs’d  like  Ibrahim. 

Montano. 

Rather  whimfical  in  you  to  miftake  Aldobrand  for  me  ;  and 
no  great  compliment  to  me  neither,  as  you  fay  !  [To  Octavio. 

Regnalto. 

It  is  not  too  late  to  retrieve  every  thing. — Signor  Ibrahim,  you 
muft  not  be  feen  here :  wait  near  the  garden-gate  ;  your  friend 
Odtavio  will  need  your  fervices. 

Montano. 

Well,  Odlavio,  take  care  you  make  no  more  miftakes.  [Exit, 

Regnalto. 

But  we  are  interrupted :  diftemble  your  chagrin  at  what  is 
pafs’d,  and  fear  nothing. . 

EnUlP 
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Enter  Aldobrand  ^^Fabio. 

Octavio. 

Signor  Aldobrand,  my  errand  will  apologize  for  this  unfea- 
fonable  vifit. 

Aldobrand.  , 

Rather  unfeafonable,  to  be  fure  ;  and  efpecially  as  Viola— 

V  r 

Octavio. 

Sirx  I  fpeak  to  you  of  Regnalto — >1  hear  he  is  releafed  from 
ilavery. 

Aldobranp. 

Releafed  from  flavcry! — Ha! 

Octavio* 

Why,  you  feem  furpriz’d  :  you - 

Aldobrand. 

My  joy  overcomes  me  ! — that’s  all. 

Octavio. 

He  is  foon  to  make  his  appearance  in  Florence. 

Aldobrand. 

I  fhould  be  heartily  glad  to  fee  him - [  Aftde — At  the  de¬ 

vil  1]  But,  pray,  how  did  you  hear  this  news  ? 

Octavio. 

My  lacquey  had  it  this  moment  from  Regnalto’s  fervant, 
Laurence,  who  is  his  old  acquaintance. 

Aldobrand. 

\_Afide — I’m  in  a  cold  chill !  ]  Regnalto’s  fervant  in  Florence  ! 

Octavio. 

In  your  houfe  at  this  moment  ! 

Aldobrand. 

In  my  houfe  ! — Run,  Fabio,  and  bring  him  hither  immedi¬ 
ately  1 — My  old  friend’s  fervant  to  be  under  my  roof,  and  I  not 
know  it!  [Exit  r  abio. 

Octavio. 

It  rather  feems  as  if  he  meant  to  conceal  himfelf  from  you. 

Aldobrand. 

Egad !  that’s  very  true,  as  you  fay  ! — Perhaps  the  dog  may  have 
robb’d  his  mailer;  and,  when  he  finds  himfelf  difeover’d,  he  may 
make  off.  I  had  better  go  and  fee  after  him  myfelf.  There  are 
l'o  many  rogues  in  the  world  !  [Exit, 

Octavio,  {To  Regnalto.) 

Tell  me  what  means - 


Regnalto. 
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R  EON  ALTO. 

Afk  me  no  queflions!  They  believe  me  dumb;  (till  let  them 
think  fo. 

Octavio. 

The  charming  Viola - 

Regnalto. 

Accepts  the  offer  which  your  letter  convey’d  to  her.  I  will 
affift  in  her  elopement;  and  have  a  ladder  of  ropes  ready  placed 
at  the  balcony  in  the  garden. 

Octavio. 

Tranfport! — And  this  news  of  Regnalto— 

Regnalto. 

Is  true  ! — But  here  comes  Aldobrand. 

Octavio. 

Then  we  muft  not  be  feen  together. — The  garden,  at  twelve ! 

Regnalto. 

Depend  on  me.  { Exit . 

Enter  Aldobrand. 


Aldobrand. 

Aye,  there’s  that  dog  Laurence,  fare  enough  ! — But  there’s 
no  fear  of  his  running  away  ;  he  is  lb  tipfy,  he  can  hardly  Hand. 

Octavio. 

You  mufj  feel  a  fingular  fatisfadiion  at  the  approaching  return 
of  your  old  friend  Regnalto? 

Aldobrand. 

•  * 

A  very  fingular  fatisfaclion,  indeed  ! — I  never  felt  any  thing 
like  it  before  ! 

•••  •*>**’%  . 

•  * 

Enter  Laurence  drunk ,  and F aeio. 


t 


Octavio. 

Is  that  Regnalto’s  fervant? 

Aldobrand. 

He  himLlf,  Sir. 

Laurence. 

There  you  are  miilaken  ;  for  I  am  not  myfelf  at  prefent. 

Octavio. 

A.nd  your  mafler - 

Laurence. 

Like  man,  hke  mafler-  he  is  not  h’mfelf,  ae'ther.  But  w 
fhaii  •  ~""'to  our felves,  both  oi  us,  before  tc- morrow  mo/ning 

Aldobrand. 

Vv  is  your  mallei  •:  fit  on  pins  and  needles' 

Laure  ci 
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Laurence. 

My  matter  is  at  home. 

Aldobrand. 

At  home ! 

Laurence. 

And  yet  he  is  not  at  home— becaufe  the  people  make  a  Gran¬ 
ger  of  him. 

Aldobrand. 

Is  he  in  Florence  ? 

Laurence. 

How  can  I  tell?  I  hardly  know  where  I  am  myfelf:  and  if  I 
did,  I  would  not  tell  you  ;  for,  to  fpeak  the  truth,  I  have  my  fu- 
ipicions  of  you,  my  old  boy  ] 

Aldobrand. 

Old  boy ! — Familiar  rogue  ! 

Laurence. 

Familiar !  I  am  lure  you  and  I  have  been  very  diftant  for  thefe 
nine  years  paft. 

Aldobrand. 

A  bletted  ttate  you  are  in,  fir  rah  ! 

Laurence. 

Yes,  I  am  married  ;  and  that  is  a  bletted  ttate  you’ll  never 
be  in. — Do  you  think,  now,  that  Signora  Viola  will  ever  marry 
fuch  an  ugly,  decrepit,  old — — 

Aldobrand. 

Why,  you  abufive  rafcal ! — Out  of  my  fight ! 

Laurence. 

Signor  O&avio,  fhe  is  a  fine  girl,  and  walk?  in  the  garden 
iometimes  ! — Love  lights  her  j  fhe  does  not  want  the  light  of 
the  moon. 

Aldobrand. 

Eh  !  what  ?  * 

Octavio,  ( Afide .) 

That  fellow’s  tongue  will  difcover  all  ! 

cc  Aldobrand. 

iC  What’s  that  you  faid  about  the  moon  ? 

“  Laurence. 

cc  That  if  you  were  married,  you  would  be  very  much  like 
the  moon. 

u  Aldobrand. 

«  How !” 

“  Laurence. 
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“  Laurence. 

tc  Why,  in  the  courfe  Of  a  month,  you  would  certainly 
ct  have  horns!”  [Exit, 

Aldobrand. 

Signor  Odlavio,  you’ll  pardon  my  reminding  you  that  it  is 
very  late  ? 

Octavio.  n 

I  underfland  you,  Signor  :  and,  as  it  is  near  my  hour,  I’ll  take 
my  leave. 

Aldobrand. 

Good  night,  fweet  Signor! — [Exit  Octavio.] — Fabio,  I 
don’t  know  whether  I  am  upon  my  head  or  my  heels  !  This  Reg- 
nalto  is  certainly  in  Florence  :  and  then,  I  don’t  like  what  that 
drunken  fellow  Laid  to  Odlavio  aboutViola’s  walking  in  the  gar¬ 
den;  I  fear  there  is  fome  mifchief  ftirring.  Tell  Guifeppe  and 
Roberto  to  get  their  carbines,  and  we’ll  take  a  walk  round  the 
garden;  Signor  Lucilio,  too,  fhall  join  our  company — I  am  al¬ 
ways  moll  valiant  when  I  am  belt  fupported !  [ Exeunt • 


SCENE,  the  Garden . 

A  Ladder  of  Ropes  fix' d  to  the  Balcony , 

Enter  Montano. 

Montano. 

This,  I  think,  is  the  fpot  where  Oelavio  appointed  me  t£ 
Hand  guard.— -Alas  !  if  my  endeavours  for  my  friend’s  happinefs 

are  crown’d  with  no  better  fuccefs  than  thofe  for  my  own - 

But  I  hear  voices !  [Retreating  to  the  Back  of  the  Scene, 

Enter  Laura  and  Rosa. 

Rosa. 

I  wilh  we  could  fee  fome  one  appear  at  the  window,  that  we 
might  apprize  Viola  of  her  danger. 

Laura. 

Happy  Viola  \  to  love,  and  be  beloved  !  while  I  have  Javifh’d 
my  affedion  on  an  ingrate  ;  who,  perhaps,  at  this  very  moment 
amufes  a  happy  miftrefs  with  the  fond  tale  of  my  weaknefs  ! 

1  AIR. 

Hope,  on  thee  I  call, 

While  thro’  thy  paths  I  flray; 

Where’er  my  footfteps  fall, 

Oh  !  light  me  on  my  way. 

K  Tho’ 
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Tho’  loft  in  Error’s  maze, 

Still  kindly  foothe  my  woe; 

Nor  let  Truth’s  brighter  blaze 
Shew  what  I  fear  to  know. 

i 

Rosa. 

Think  no  more  of  your  falfe  lover,  Madam.  Take  my  ad¬ 
vice  ;  and,  from  among  the  noble  youths  of  Florence,  who  lan- 
guifh  for  your  fmiles,  chufe  one  to  whom  I  may  reftgn  you. 

Montano,  {A fide,') 

Pretty  advice  from  a  hufband  ! — ’Sdeath  !  I  cannot  fufFer  this 
difgrace  of  manhood  to  exift.  [ Drawing  his  Sword . 

Laura. 

Oh,  my  dear  girl - 

Montano,  ( Afide .) 

How,  a  girl ! 

Laura. 

Flow  continually  has  my  tongue  dwelt  on  it’s  deareft  theme— 
the  praifes  of  my  Pvlontano  ! 

Montano,  [Afide.) 

Montano  ! — Do  I  live  ! 

Laura. 

But  it  is  all  over,  Rofa  ! — I  will  retire  from  a  world  which 
has  loft  it’s  only  charm  for  me  ;  a  convent  fhall— — 

Montano. 

This  excefs  of  joy  is  too  much  ! 

Laura, 

Hark ! 

Rosa. 

It  is  the  voice  of  Ibrahim  ! 

Montano. 

No,  it  is  a  voice  with  which  the  gentle  Laura  fhould  be  bet-- 
ter  acquainted  ;  a  voice  which,  during  four  cruel  years  of 
flavery,  has  never  ceafed  to  invoke  Heaven  for  her  happinefs  I 

Laura. 

Oh,  Rofa  !  it  is — it  is  my  Montano  !  [ Faints  in  his  Anns, 

Rosa. 

And  fo  ends  my  ftrft  chapter  of  matrimony !—  A  very  excel¬ 
lent  mode  of  getting  rid  of  a  wife,  without  the  trouble  of  a  di¬ 
vorce,  or  the  expence  of  a  feparatc  maintenance  ! — How  many 

poor  hufbands  would  envy  me  ! - But,  my  dear  Madam— 

and,  Sir — you  forget  that  this  is  a  moment  as  critical  to  Viola 
as  to  yourfelveS;  and  I  hear  footfteps  in  the  garden. 

Montano* 
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Montano. 

Let  us  retire  then,  my  love.  From  this  arbour  I  can  watch 
whether  any  one  approaches  the  balcony. 

Enter  LAURENCE,y?///  drunk ,  with  a  Bottle  in  his  Hand . 

Laurence. 

JTis  rather  a  dark  night ;  or  ell'e  I  don’t  fee  clear ! 

\  '  AIR. 

Tho’  I  can’t  walk  quite  ftraight. 

And  in  figures  of  eight 
Still  circling  my  legs  do  their  duty, 

You’ll  always  obferve,  - 
That  a  regular  curve 
Is  reckon’d  the  true  line  of  beauty; 

Of  Orpheus  they  tell, 

(He  who  fiddled  fo  well) 

That  his  notes  made  hills,  rocks,  and  trees,  caper  $ 

So  I  can,  in  my  way, 

When  a  folo  I  play, 

Make  them  dance  full  as  well  as  that  feraper. 

Tho’  at  firft,  on  a  furvey, 

Things  feem  topfey-turvey, 

When  you’re  us’d  to’t,  they  don’t  look  fo  frightful ; 

Still  they  move  more  or  lefs. 

And  good  judges  confefs 
Moving  profpedbs  are  always  delightful: 

The  world’s  circular  motion, 

I’m  fure’s  no  falfe  notion  ; 

For,  tho’  fober  I  ne’er  could  believe  it, 

Truth  in  wine,  boys,  is  found, 

Now  I  fee  it  turns  round, 

He  that’s  drunk  can  moft  plainly  perceive  it. 

I  wonder  where  my  matter  is  !  As  for  old  Aldobrand,  I  fup- 
pofe  he  is  in  bed  and  afieep — 

Enter  Aldobranp  and  Fab  10  at  the  Back  of  the  Sta?e  ;  they 

approach  Laurence  foftly. 

But  I  can’t  think  what’s  become  of  my  good  friend  Dummy, 
as  they  call  him  ! — Ah,  Sir,  are  you  there  .^I  have  been  looking 
for  you  all  over  the  garden. — What !  not  come  to  your  fpeech 
yet  ? — I’faith,  I  think  you  have  infe&ed  me  ;  for  I  have  not 
my  fpeech  half  fo  well  as  I  had  a  little  while  ago. — Where  is 
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Signor  Octavio  ? — You  don’t  {land  flill !  What  makes  you 
llagger  fo  r — Why  don’t  you  anfwer  me,  Sir  ?  Old  Aldobrand 
can’t  hear  us  now. 

[Aldobrand  feizes  him  on  one  Side ,  Fabio  on  ihe  other. 

Aldobrand. 

But  he  can  hear,  you  hang-dog  ! — So  Dummy  can  fppak, 
can  he  ? 

Laurence. 

Ah,  Signor  Aldobrand,  is  it  you  ? — Upon  my  foul,  I  did  not 
know  you  ! 

Aldobrand. 

I’ll  make  you  know  me,  you  dog,  before  I  have  done  with 
vou ! 

J 

•  .  Fabio. 

Hufli,  I  hear  fomehody  ! — Come  this  way.  Sir  !  [Retiring 
l chi nd . ]  To  Laurence — S i t  yo u  d o wn  the rb . 

Laurence. 

I  will — and  take  a  nap ! 


Enter  Regnalto  and  Firelock. 
Viola  and  Alice  appear  at  the  Window* 


Alice. 

Signor  Octavio,  where  are  you  l 


Viola. 

I  am  frighten’d  to  death  !  Signor  Octavio— 

Firelock,  ( AJide .) 

Blefs  their  fweet  tongues  !  There  is  more  mufic  in  a  pretty 
Woman’s  voice  than  in  all  the  orcheftras  in  Italy ! 

Viola. 


Say  who  you  are  ? 

Regnalto. 

The  friend  of  Octavio;  in  a  word,  the  dumb  Have.  The  ladder 
of  ropes  is  render’d  ufelefs,  for  I’ve  fecur’d  the  key  of  the  door. 
But  fomebody  approaches !— Defcend,  and  I’ll  be  ready  to  re¬ 
ceive  }ou.  [Viola  and  Alice  retire t 

Enter  Octavio, 


Octavio. 

Well  met,  my  trufty  friends!  T  rue,  I  fee,  to  your  appointment, 

Regnalto. 

Suppofe,  in  cafe  of  a  difeovery,  I  were  to  perfonate  Regnalto  : 
his  deaths  fit  me  exadly  ;  and  I  might  by  that  means  further 
veur  defigns. 

Octavio, 

Not  at  the  expence  of  my  honour ;  I  will  not  owe  my  fuccefs 
to  artifice.  Regnalto* 
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Regnalto. 

Pfha!  a  little  artifice  is  often  very  ufeful :  ’tis  only  retreating 
from  an  enemy  when  he  is  too  powerful  for  us  ;  and  a  good 
pair  of  heels  is  fometimes  very  ferviceable — dEh  !  friend  Fire- 
lock  ? 

Firelock. 

A  good  pair  of  heels  may  be  as  ufeful  to  a  coward  as  ar¬ 
tifice  is  to  a  knave  :  but  honefty  as  much  defpifes  the  aid  of  the 
one,  as  courage  difdains  the  afiiftance  of  the  other! 

Regnalto. 

Viola  approaches. 

Enter  Viola  and  AhiCE^from  a  Door  under  the  Balcony* 

i 

Octavio, 

My  Viola  \ 

Viola. 

What  a  tranfition  from  defpair  to  happinefs  ! — Odlavio,  I 
commit  myfelf  to  your  honour. 

Octavio. 

Charming  Viola !  my  affection  fliall  prove  that  ~your  confi¬ 
dence  is  not  mifplaced. 

Aldobrand  and  Fabio  come  forward . 

Aldobrand. 

Lights  there  ! — Guifeppe  ! — ^Roberto  ! — where  are  you  ? 

Enter  Servant?  with  Lights. 

Your  fervant,  SignorO&avio! — [V  iol Ajhrieks ,  andfwoons  In 
Regn alto’s  Arms .] — This  fcheme  is  no  better  than  the  other; 
<md  you  have  not  got  your  Algerine  friend  to  back  you  now, 

Montano  comes forivard \  with  Laura  and  Rosa. 

» 

Montano. 

Here  I  am,  Signor  Aldobrand,  at  your  fervice ! 

Rosa. 

And  here  am  I !  Y ou  are  among  fripnds,  you  lee, 

Aldobrand. 

Why  then,  as  I  am  among  friends,  I  fliall  make  free  ! 

.  [ Attempting  to  feize  Viola, 

Firelock.  • 

Stand  off,  if  you  regard  your  life  !  [ Draws , 

Aldobrand. 

Thank  you  for  the  hint:  I’ll  take  your  advice! — [Retreating.] 
But  as  for  you,  my  lads,  [To  the  Servants,]  fall  on  ! — Seize 
fbeladyj  Regnalto, 
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Regnalto. 

Not  while  I  have  an  arm  to  defend  her! 

Aldobrand. 

"Well  faid.  Dummy! — Kill  him,  my  boys,  in  the  firfb  place  ! 

Octavio. 

Firfl  you  have  to  conquer  me,  Haves  ! 

[‘ Throwing  himfclf  before  Regnalto, 

Aldobrand. 

Why,  Signor  Octavio!  are  you  mad  r — What  right  has  that 
fellow  to  Viola  r — Am  not  I  her  guardian  ? 

Regnalto,  (Throwing  off  his  Slave's  Drefs .) 

And  am  not  I  her  brother  ! 

Fabio,  (To  Aldobrand.) 

It  is  a  pity  you  fent  for  the  lights,  Sir! 

Regnalto,  (To  the  Servants.) 

Sheathe  your  fwords  :  I  am  mailer  here ! — Your  term  is  ex- 

J  J 

pired,  Signor  Aldobrand. 

Aldobrand, 

Yes,  and  I  am  turn’d  out  at  a  moment’s  warning,  I  fee ! 

Viola. 

Do  I  at  length  embrace  my  brother  !• — Kind  Heaven,  I  have 
no  more  to  afk ! 

Regnalto. 

Except  a  hufband,  Viola  !  and  him  I  give  to  you  without 
zfking — [ Giving  her  Hand  to  Octavio.] — A  hufband  to 
whom  your  brother  owes  his  liberty  and  life  ! 

Laurence,  (Coming forward .) 

Hey-day!  my  old  boy,  why  you  are  miffaken  again* — You 
have  made  a  curfed  number  of  blunders  this  evening!- — Rot  me, 
if  I  believe  you  are  quite  fober ! 

Regnalto. 

And  now,  my  generous  friend  Ibrahim! - 

Montano. 

No  longer  Ibrahim,  but  Montano: — Fortune,  who  made  us 
companions  in  adverfity,  has  compenfated  for  all  by  giving  you 
to  me  as  a  companion  in  happier  days. 

L  A  U  ft  A , 

Signor  Montano,  I  Hone  you  will  not  forget  my  fir  ft  hufband! 

[Pointing  to  Rosa. 

Rosa. 

Believe  me,  I  fliall  not  forget  your  fccond  as  long  as  I  live  ! 

I  am  fure  I  found  it  fo  hard  a  talk  to  perforate  the  hufband - - 

Laurence. 


* 


A  COMIC  OPERA. 


70 


Laurence. 

-  That,  I  fuppofe,  the  next  time  you  get  married,  you’ll  per- 
fonate  the  wife  ! — Depend  upon  it,  you’ll  a<5t  the  part  much  more 
naturally. 

Alice. 

If  (he  wants  a  good  example,  let  her  copy  me,  Laurence ! 

Octavio,  (To  Firelock.) 

As  for  you,  my  noble  foldier  ! - 

Firelock. 

As  for  me,  Signor,  I  have  to  thank  you  for  two  favours  : 
firft,  for  redoring  to  me  the  greateft  of  bleffings — my  liberty ! 
and,  fecondly — for  affording  me  the  opportunity  offhewing  my 
gratitude  I 

Regnalto,  (To  Aldobrand.) 

Wretch  !  what  have  you  to  fay  in  defence  of  yourfelf  ? 

Aldobrand. 

Nothing,  good  Signor  Regnalto! — Lead  faid  is  fooneft 
mended. 

Regnalto. 

Repent,  then,  of  your  villainy,  in  filence  :  let  us  only  hear 
the  voice  of  joy  ! — We  have  now  the  highed  bleffing  mortals 
can  poffefs — that  of  (haring  the  happinefs  we  create  ! 

FINALE. 

Regnalto. 

Away  with  all  care,  till  to-morrow. 

No  longer  we’re  dedin’d  to  roam  ; 

To-day  bid  adieu  to  all  forrow, 

And  welcome  The  Strangers  at  Home, 

Chorus. 

Away  with  all  care,  &c. 

Duett.  Laura  and  Montano. 

No  more  of  Fortune  we’ll  complain, 

Since  (he  fo  kind  has  prov’d  at  lad; 

Our  joys,  contraffed  with  -our  pain. 

Shall  brighter  (hine  for  forrows  pad. 

Laurence. 

On  the  fubje&  now  before  us, 

I  would  fain  my  zeal  djfplay- 


Aldobrand, 
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And  I,  too,  would  join  the  Chorus* 

If  I  knew  but  what  to  fay. 

'  Viola. 

My  freedom  I  gladly  refign, 

Nor  fhall  I  for  liberty  ever  repine.  > 

Octavio. 

And  I  from  my  purpofe  will  never  depart, 

To  bind  fafter  thofe  bonds  in  which  Love  holds  your  heart* 

Firelock. 

Tho’  I’ve  no  objection  to  fighting, 

I’  faith  it  is  better  by  half, 

With  fuch  happy  lovers  uniting. 

To  join  in  the  fong  and  the  laugh  l 

Alice. 

Believe  me,  I  joy  to  behold  you 

All  going  to  be  married  fo  foon— * 

You  know,  Ma’am,  I  often  have  told  you, 

A  good  hufoand  is  Fortune’s  bell  boon, 

Rosa. 

When  I  marry,  altho’  I  won’t  barter 
My  own  little  perfon  for  pelf. 

In  wedlock  I’ll  keep  up  the  charter, 

And  ftill  wear  the  breeches  myfelf. 

Chorus. 

Away  with  all  care,  till  to-morrow, 

No  longer  we’re  deftin’d  to  roam  ; 

O  chace  from  our  bofoms  all  forrow,  [To  the  Aud'encii  t- 
And  welcome  The  Strangers  at  Home! 
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